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CHAPTER    I. 

A  LITTLE  DINNER-PARTY. 

TTvYSOX  GROVE  was  wreathed  in  summer 
■^  mirth,  but  its  master  looked  nipped  and 
wintry.  Nearly  all  that  this  world  had  to  give 
was  tumbled  into  his  lap  ;  yet,  after  the  mode 
of  ungrateful  man,  he  was  discontented.  Thirty 
thousand  a  year  was  his,  and  wealth  was  to  his 
taste.  The  Queen  of  Beauty  was  to  be  his  wife. 
Under  her  auspices  the  thousands  were  to  melt 
in  the  mouth  of  the  anointed,  who  in  return 
would  bestow  their  patronage,  and  yet,  despite 
all  this,  he  felt  like  the  last  rose  of  the  summer 
before  last.  His  wife  would  flaunt  it  in  the 
sacred  abodes,  while  he  would  stand  with  the 
VOL.  III.  B 
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servants  in  the  passage — what  more  could  he 
desire  !  On  the  occasion  of  his  garden  parties, 
was  he  not  accustomed  to  be  taken  for  the 
butler ;  to  hear  unpalatable  truths  about  the 
cellar,  hints  as  to  the  disposal  of  the  cloaks ! 
In  order  that  his  wife  should  become  a  perma- 
nent fact  in  the  sanctuary  to  which  she  was 
admitted,  instead  of  a  passing  meteor,  it  must 
be  clearly  understood  that  the  credit  of  her 
future  husband  was  not  built  on  quicksand ; 
and  to  that  end  it  was  necessary  that  those 
whom  she  entertained  should  be  comfortably 
certain  of  the  foundations.  A  fine  lady  may 
accept  a  dubious  invitation,  and  become  aware 
of  a  worm  in  the  bud  in  the  shape  of  a  bailiff 
among  the  waiters.  Her  serenity  will  not  be 
ruffled,  for  she  will  peer  at  the  monster  through 
her  glasses  and  be  mightily  amused,  while  as 
for  sullying  the  purple,  she  will  quickly  turn 
up  her  nose  with  the  remark  that  it  was  vastly 
entertaining,  and  cut  her  entertainer  in  the 
street.  But  with  one  who,  having  wormed  a 
way  through  a  keyhole,  aspires  to  a  tabouret 
near  the  throne,  it  is  different.  If  bailiffs  were 
to  turn  up  among  the   blue-blooded,  the  mis- 
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fortune  would  be  hushed  up — are  we  not  all 
liable  to  such  a  fate,  when  we  live  quite  up  to 
our  incomes,  and  our  ship  is  delayed  in  the 
Channel  ?  But  with  a  parvenu  it  would  be 
otherwise.  An  elected  parvenu  must  be  beyond 
reproach,  and  stuffed  to  the  lips  with  real  coin. 
AVe  would  reproach  ourselves  to  our  dying  day 
with  the  sin  of  having  permitted  such  a  crea- 
ture to  lurk  in  the  Holy  of  Holies,  if  it  turned 
out  that  her  credentials  were  forged.  Away 
with  her !  The  creature  obtained  admittance 
under  false  pretences.  If  not  rich,  what  reason 
could  there  be  for  her  existence  ?  Temporary 
wealth  was  all  very  fine.  It  was  well  to  know 
that  the  goose  was  a  good  layer. 

From  which  you  will  perceive  that  Mrs.  Pat- 
terson, who  was  content  to  gleam  and  go,  was 
one  person ;  whereas  Mrs.  Patterson,  who  ex- 
pected Her  Grace  of  Sark  and  the  Mountfla- 
thers  to  love  her  for  all  time,  was  quite  a  differ- 
ent individual.  Her  behaviour  under  trying 
circumstances  had  displayed  talents  of  a  high 
order,  such  as  deserved  recognition.  Her  debut 
at  the  bazaar,  under  the  pious  wing  of  the 
Fitz-Hoodlum,  was  a  chef-cV  ceuvre ;  but  so  long 
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as  she  remained  a  mystery  who  might  break 
up  at  any  minute,  and  stir  up  mud  as  she 
disappeared,  she  was  one  to  be  treated  as 
a  toy.  The  wife  of  Dyson  Grove — nobody 
bothered  about  the  master — was  another  mat- 
ter. Those  who  ate  strawberries  and  cream 
there — the  ladies  Adela  and  Gwendoline,  my 
Lady  Gumshoos  and  Lady  Virginia  Creeper, 
and  all  their  set — cared  not  a  fig  about  the 
Dysons,  low,  vulgar  people  who  had  made 
a  fortune  out  of  blacking  or  hair  oil,  and  who 
might  be  enjoyed  without  being  known  ;  but 
when  their  own  beloved  Brunhilde  showed  that 
she  meant  to  settle  down,  and  laid  claims  to 
maintaining  her  place,  the  situation  was  altered. 
The  jars  of  blacking  and  the  bottles  of  hair  oil 
must  be  kept  well  in  the  background.  Never, 
under  any  circumstances,  must  one  or  the  other 
be  mentioned  at  the  gatherings  which  the  Mite 
condescended  to  attend ;  yet  it  was  well  to  be 
assured  that  they  were  there  in  their  thousands 
unseen }  but  valuable — and  that  the  cream  in 
their  vicinity  ran  no  risk  of  curdling. 

Hence,  the  Sarks  and  the  Mountflathers  pro- 
fessed huge  delight  when  it  was  announced  to 
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them  that  their  American  favourite  was  to  be- 
come a  domesticated  British  matron,  the  wife 
of  Dyson  Grove,  and  £30,000  a  year.  The 
Marchioness  of  Tiptop  undertook  to  present 
the  stranger  to  her  sovereign,  on  the  occasion 
of  her  development  into  a  Britisher.  Her 
barque  was  floating  into  smoothest  waters,  the 
sun  shone  gaily  overhead.  Brunhilde  looked 
lazily  at  the  horizon,  as  far  as  eye  could  reach, 
and  there  was  scarce  a  ripple  on  the  flood. 

There  was  indeed  one  sunken  rock,  but  she 
knew  where  it  lay,  and  it  was  of  little  import, 
since  to  know  was  to  steer  deftly  round  it. 
Xat  having  terrified  her  by  unconsciously  sug- 
gesting that  Sir  Arthur  might  recover,  she  set 
herself  to  consider  the  chances  of  such  a  con- 
tingency. It  would  be  well  to  sound  Pagani 
on  the  subject,  so  to  that  end  she  instructed 
James  to  invite  him  to  his  parties,  in  order  to 
pump  him  at  leisure.  She  had  no  cause  to 
suppose  that  he  would  connect  her  with  a  cer- 
tain patient  under  his  charge,  for  his  reports 
were  always  sent  to  her  bachelor  chambers  in 
town,  and  duly  acknowledged  by  her  from 
thence,  in  the  character  of  a  confirmed  invalid. 
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At  their  first  interview  she  was  satisfied,  for 
he  spoke  of  Sir  Arthur  in  just  the  terms  which 
she  would  have  herself  dictated,  and  she  was 
not  slow  to  perceive  that  he  was  a  dreamer, 
absent  and  pre-occnpied,  as  well  as  short  of 
vision.  But,  though  she  knew  it  not,  there 
was  yet  another  rock  with  jagged  edge  close 
by,  just  below  the  surface. 

James  Dyson,  having  swallowed  the  sedative 
administered  by  Circe  on  the  occasion  of  the 
coup  d'etat,  lay  passive  in  the  siren's  toils.  All 
she  said  was  gospel,  but  in  contemplating  his 
betrothed  he  was  conscious  of  a  tingling  sensa- 
tion such  as  the  man  in  the  "  Arabian  Nights  " 
must  have  felt  when  he  opened  the  enchanted 
bottle,  and  the  djin  rose  fVom  out  of  it  until 
his  head  touched  the  sky.  How  much  larger 
would  he  grow  ?  "Would  he  spread  out  till  he 
occupied  the  universe  and  crush  him  as  he 
gazed  ?  So  was  it  with  Brunhilde  in  the  eyes 
of  her  lover.  Though  he  admired  her  none  the 
less,  there  was  a  filmy  something  now  betwixt 
him  and  the  sacred  image — a  darkling,  lurid 
vapour — which  seemed  to  blur  its  outline  and 
distort  its  loveliness,  without  seriously  affecting 
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its  charm.  And  yet  he  became  angry  some- 
times with  Circe  ;  was  half  incliued  to  rail  at 
her  for  having  lured  him  on  and  on  till  the  soil 
quaked  under  his  feet.  If  he  were  to  get  into 
trouble,  it  would  be  his  counsellor's  fault,  not 
his,  for  yielding  to  temptation.  In  the  dead 
of  night  when  conscience  will  be  heard,  and  no 
amount  of  head-burying  under  pillows  will  sil- 
ence the  upbraiding  accents,  James  saw  his 
brother  and  was  wretched.  And  in  the  morn- 
ing he  came  down  to  a  solitary  breakfast,  fever- 
ish and  unrefreshed.  and  then  sauntered  with 
jaded  step  across  the  lawn  to  the  cottage,  in 
search  of  a  crumb  of  comfort. 

';  Don't  you  think,"  he  would  urge,  as  he 
fidgeted  under  the  verandah,  "  that  it  would 
be  well  to  call  in  the  Chancellor?  To  have  an 
inquisition  now,  and  shake  off  the  burden? 
All  people  with  money  are  supposed  to  be 
Chancery  patients,  are  they  not  ?  And  if  I 
were  made  committee  of  his  person  and  guar- 
dian of  his  property,  why,  then,  &c,  &c.  If 
years  hence  it  were  to  come  out  that  the  law 
has  been  evaded  on  account  of  its  looseness, 
won't  it  look  queer  V 
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To  all  this  his  lady-love  would  reply  with 
increasing  pettishness,  for  it  annoyed  her  to  be 
worried  on  a  subject  concerning  which  she  had 
made  up  her  mind. 

"  Too  late  !  what  is  done  is  done.  Awkward 
questions  would  be  asked  ;  your  conduct  would 
be  considered  so  negligent  that  he  would  not 
be  placed  under  your  charge ;  you  would  have 
to  exist  on  your  miserable  pittance.  All  is  well 
— leave  well  alone." 

And  then  he  would  go  back  again,  feeling 
that  all  was  not  well,  that  he  had  constructed 
a  trap  into  which  he  might  fall  himself,  and 
that  she  had  superintended  the  digging  of  it. 
He  was  possessed  by  a  lurking  dread  lest 
Sir  Arthur  should  recover,  which  his  betrothed 
had  never  succeeded  in  exorcising ;  he  dared 
not  look  it  boldly  in  the  face  as  she  did,  but 
he  knew  that  it  was  there,  half  hidden.  And 
if  he'  recovered,  what  then  ?  There  was  really 
very  little  at  which  he  could  take  umbrage. 
His  income  had  been  freely  spent,  which  was 
improper ;  but  Sir  Arthur  was  not  likely  to  be 
indignant  on  that  score,  since  he  was  always 
careless   about    money.      One    day,    fidgeting 
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about  her  room,  as  usual,  while  she  wrote 
letters,  he  ventured  to  drop  hints  to  Brunhilde 
about  his  fears.  So  his  punctiliousness  was 
wearing  off?  He  was  secretly  as  anxious  as 
she  that  the  prisoner's  sentence  should  be 
M  Life.''  This  was  a  revelation  by  no  means 
displeasing,  and  upon  it  she  resolved  to  act. 

i;  So  that's  what's  the  matter  with  vou. 
James  !"  she  said,  laying  down  her  pen  and 
rising  to  lean  fondly  on  his  arm.  u  I  tell  you 
that  all  goes  well.  Why  can't  you  put  faith  in 
me?  "What  if  he  recovers,  you  ask?  He  will 
not  recover.  Take  mv  word  for  it.  He's  all 
nerves.  Nobody  ill-treats  him,  mind.  Is  it 
your  fault  or  mine  if,  by  the  action  of  the  sys- 
tem at  present  recognised  as  the  best,  he  should 
be  farther  than  ever  from  cure  ?" 

This  was  terribly  plain  speaking.  James 
had,  however,  no  one  to  thank  but  himself,  for 
he  had  courted  the  truth ;  so  he  groaned  in 
spirit,  and  succumbed.  Auother  net  was  thrown 
over  his  head.  He  glanced  furtively  at  the 
sphinx-like  face,  with  its  smile  of  conscious 
strength,  and  knew  for  the  first  time  that  its 
owner  inspired  him   with  fear.     She  had  held 
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the  candle  that  he  might  look  into  his  interior 
for  an  instant,  and  what  he  beheld  was  not  re- 
assuring. What  was  the  use  of  attempting  to 
deceive  himself?  Could  he  deny  any  longer 
that  he  was  glad  of  his  brother's  misfortune, 
and  anxious  to  profit  by  its  continuance  ?  Yes, 
he  was  glad.  How  horrible !  The  thought 
clung  to  him  like  the  tunic  of  Nessus.  Oh,  to 
confess  the  thought  to  some  one,  to  shake  it  off 
and  be  absolved !  But  to  whom  might  he 
confess  f  To  his  wife  that  was  to  be  ?  Were 
they  not  partners,  and  did  she  not  need  abso- 
lution as  much  as  her  future  husband — more? 
Would  he  dare  to  confess  unless  dragged  by 
force  to  the  confessional?  No.  He  would  be 
ashamed  to  confess  to  anybody,  and  was  con- 
tent to  express  a  feeble  wish  that  the  past 
might  be  recalled. 

Here  was  the  sharp  and  dangerous  rock 
which  was  as  yet  invisible  to  the  Creole,  •  for 
she  was  intent  upon  scanning  the  broad  ex- 
panse with  a  telescope,  countiug  the  ripples. 
James  was  growing  afraid  of  her  ;  was  incensed 
in  a  numb  fashion,  of  which  he  was  himself 
ignorant,  because  she  was  cleverer  than  he.     A 
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menage  wherein  the  weaker  vessel  rules  the 
roast  is  not  likely  to  prove  a  happy  one. 
Brunhilde  was  a  Lady  Macbeth  tempting  her 
lord  to  deeds  which  should  steep  him  in  life- 
long remorse.  Though  she  might  don  the 
purple,  and  do  the  honours  like  a  queen,  the 
ghost  of  Banquo  would  be  there  in  spite  of  her 
— concealed  from  her  own  view,  but  driving  the 
king  to  frenzy.  And  so  it  came  about  that  the 
man  whom  she  loved  distrusted,  obeyed,  trem- 
bled by  fits  and  starts ;  almost  hating  her  at 
one  moment,  falling  prostrate  the  next  in  wor- 
ship, subdued  by  the  admiration  so  freely 
tendered  by  the  world. 

"  Now,  listen  to  me,"  she  said,  administering 
a  lecture.  "  If  you  fret  yourself  to  fiddlestrings 
you'll  join  Sir  Arthur,  which  would  be  a  pity. 
I  had  to  warn  you  once  before.  You  decline  to 
visit  him,  and  judge  for  yourself?  Very  well. 
The  master  of  Corbould  House  shall  come  here 
aud  assure  you.  You  will  believe  him,  I  sup- 
pose, as  a  shining  light,  when  he  tells  you  that 
the  case  of  Sir  Arthur  is  hopeless?  I  asked  him 
to  this  dejeuner  because  it  is  well  to  be  civil. 
He  shall  stay  to  dinner,  and  you  can  have  a 
quiet  chat." 
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And  so  it  was  arranged.  When  Dr.  Pagani 
arrived  with  his  young  sub,  she  cried,  with  a 
tap  of  her  fan,  from  the  midst  of  a  bevy  of 
admirers,  "  You  must  dine  with  me,  mind.  It 
is  business — no  ceremony.  Mr.  Dyson  wants  to 
talk  with  you !?'  and,  resuming  her  conversa- 
tion, she  merely  bowed  as  the  young  gentle- 
man was  presented  to  her,  and  took  no  further 
heed  of  him. 

It  was  otherwise  with  Dr.  Winthrop.     During 

the  journey  he  had  been  thinking  of  Miss   Gal- 

braith's  absurd  suspicions,  and  drawing  mental 

pictures  of  the  future  Mrs.  Dyson.     Was  she  at 

all   like   Cloris  ?     Surrounded   by    a   gathering 

crowd,  he  could  catch  but  a  glimpse  of  her  at 

first — a  glimpse  of  an  olive  face   shaded  by  a 

large  white  hat,  with  a  heavy  fringe  of  flowers 

— but  when,  presently,  she  forced  her  way  out 

of  the   crowd   to    receive   some    distinguished 

guest,   and   stood    revealed,  his   heart   gave  a 

great    thump,    and   he   staggered   against   the 

door.     Could  it  be  possible  ?     That  voluptuous 

figure  and  Eastern  colouring  !     Whether   clad 

in  red  velvet  and  sable,  or  wreathed  about  with 

garlands  of  soft  lace,  there  was  no  mistaking  it. 
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How  often  had  it  haunted  him  in  dreams  !  How 
often  in  waking  hours  had  he  wondered  what 
could  have  become  of  the  distressed  wife  who, 
like  Niobe,  all  tears,  had  given  way  to  a  wild 
and  passionate  sorrow.  Here  she  was,  no 
longer  weeping*  in  a  darkened  room,  with 
muffled  sounds  of  suffering  without,  but  queen- 
ing it  in  a  brilliant  assembly,  with  a  background 
of  pictures,  to  the  strains  of  music. 

It  could  not  be  !  No,  it  could  not !  A  multi- 
tude of  ghosts  trooped  out  and  gibbered  in 
procession  round  the  young  doctor,  till  he  knew 
not  what  to  think. 

Pagani  had  met  some  old  friends,  and,  when 
he  turned  round  to  introduce  his  companion 
to  them,  was  surprised  to  find  that  he  had 
vanished. 

"  Gone  to  look  at  the  pictures,  I  suppose,"  he 
remarked,  with  a  smile.  "  Young  men  are 
liable  to  shyness  when  suddenly  thrust  into 
society.  He  knows  we  dine  here,  and  will  turn 
up  by-and-by.  So  do  you,  Joddrell.  That's 
charming.  You've  not  been  to  see  us  lately. 
You  commissioners  have  a  delightful  berth  of  it! 
We  have  carried  out  all  the  improvements  you 
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suggested.  The  water-bottles  are  of  a  new  and 
aesthetic  shape,  and  the  counterpanes  pink  in- 
stead of  blue.  Not  coming  to  us  again  at 
present  ?  Very  well,  whenever  you  like.  The 
patients  are  doing  admirably." 

Meanwhile  Melvil  had  edged  his  way  back  to 
the  doorway  where  the  hostess  stood,  and  was 
staring  at  her,  much  as  Pandora  must  have 
stared  when  she  opened  the  fatal  casket.  He 
rubbed  his  eyes.  There  was  no  error.  This 
was  Mrs.  Patterson,  wife  of  the  patient  of 
Corbould  House,  who  was  buried  alive,  there, 
nursing  the  broken  fragments  of  his  heart.  His 
heart  was  broken  because  of  her ;  and,  like  a 
wounded  animal,  he  concealed  his  wounds  under 
the  bracken.  And  here  was  she — his  evil  genius 
— queen  of  the  revels,  flaunting  it  in  the  centre 
of  a  court,  bandying  light  jests  with  the  cour- 
tiers. A  jocose  young  gentleman  was  holding 
above  her  head  a  huge  Japanese  parasol,  which 
made  her  look  more  than  ever  like  a  sultana, 
and  she  had  just  returned  some  quip  with  a 
quaint  sally  which  produced  a  burst  of  applause. 

"  Well,  she's  a  wonder  !"  somebody  remarked 
at  Melvil's  elbow.     "  Such  spirits — such  beauty 
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— and  such  wealth  !  Fortune's  an  unjust  jade 
— and  Mr.  Dyson  the  luckiest  of  men." 

Winthrop,  his  blood  tingling,  slunk  away  to 
a  remote  corner  of  the  garden,  to  realize  what 
he  had  seen  ;  to  examine  the  family  secret  in 
which  he  was  an  unwilling  participator ;  and,  as 
he  surveyed  it  with  an  uncomfortable  feeling  of 
guilt,  he  viewed  the  trim  row  of  villas,  standing 
back  in  their  gardens,  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river,  with  wide-open  eyes  that  saw  them 
through  a  veil. 

(i  Mr.  Dyson  a  lucky  man  ! '  Was  it  lucky  to  be 
a  bigamist?  Was  he  aware  of  the  facts,  or  was 
he  acting  blindfold  ?  What  part  was  he.  Win- 
throp, to  play  in  the  drama  ?  How  was  it  that 
his  fate  and  that  of  these  two  foreigners — hus- 
band and  wife — should  be  so  inextricably  min- 
gled? Why  was  it  ordained  that  his  victim 
should  be  placed  under  his  care,  that  he  might 
learn  his  hidden  sorrow  ?  And  holding  in  his 
hand  the  clue,  as  he  now  did,  what  was  his 
duty  ?  Was  he  to  stand  by,  an  inactive  spec- 
tator, or  must  he  denounce  the  plot  ?  For  that 
it  was  all  a  plot  he  felt  quite  certain  now. 

Gloria  was  right  in  her  suspicions.     He,  Mel- 
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vil,  had  done  her  an  injustice.  The  baleful 
shadow  which  huug  over  the  woman  he  loved 
and  her  betrothed  wrapped  him,  too,  in  a  dark 
embrace.  "  I  wronged  her  by  wedding  my 
winter  to  her  spring,''  Mr.  Patterson  was  always 
saying.  "  The  only  reparation  I  can  make  is  to 
trouble  her  no  further.  You've  already  done 
harm  enough ;  interfere  no  more."  But  was  it 
not  his  duty  to  disregard  this  prohibition  ? 
Would  Mr.  Patterson  himself,  if  he  knew  that 
his  wife  proposed  to  marry  again,  be  prepared 
to  let  her  have  her  own  way  or  would  he  not? 
Ought  he  to  tell  Mr.  Patterson — to  warn  James 
Dyson  ?  Melvil  bethought  him  with  a  pang  of 
the  old  man's  latter  speech  and  constant  atti- 
tude of  reproach.  "  If  you  want  to  be  forgiven, 
save  this  wretched  Sir  Arthur  Dyson,  who  is 
becoming  irretrievably  insane."  To  interfere 
or  not  to  interfere;  that  was  the  question.  To 
save  the  baronet  was  to  sign  his  own  death 
warrant.  Was  he  to  sacrifice  himself — to  set 
himself  the  repulsive  task  of  winning  Sir  Arthur 
back  to  reason  ?  How  would  his  own  interests 
really  be  affected  if  the  baronet  recovered  ? 
Could  there  be  any  hope  that,  if  he  should  sue- 
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ceed  in  arresting  the  progress  of  the  disease, 
the  two  would  remain  apart  ?  He  knew  well 
that  Sir  Arthur  had  offered  to  resign  the  fortune 
for  the  sake  of  Cloris;  and  felt  but  too  certain 
that,  safe  once  more,  he  would  certainly  renew 
the  offer.  Would  she  again  refuse  ?  Would 
she,  seeing  how  his  nervous  and  excitable 
nature  had  given  way  under  the  strain,  be  pre- 
pared to  risk  a  relapse  ?  And  was  he  to  efface 
himself  and  bring  the  twain  together?  There 
was  a  straight  path  which  led  to  that  undesir- 
able result — he  saw  it  in  his  mind's  eye — and 
he  saw  another  path,  meandering  about  be- 
tween bushes  and  grassy  knolls,  whose  end  he 
could  not  discern.  Might  he  not  choose  the 
second  ?  Unlike  Nathaniel,  alias  Carlo,  he  was 
disturbed  by  no  lofty  aspirations.  He  knew 
his  career  must  be  lowly,  and  was  content  to 
plod ;  but,  unlike  Carlo,  his  ways  had  always 
been  honest,  and  he  knew  right  well  the 
boundary  line  which  severs  wrong  from  right. 
Melvil  Winthrop  rose  from  the  sward  where  he 
had  thrown  himself,  and  muttered  with  knitted 
brows.  "Despite  myself  I  am  mixed  up  in  this. 
It  isn't  my  fault.  All  I  can  do  at  present  is  to 
VOL.  III.  C 
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watch  with  a  view  to  a  decision  later.  Why 
did  these  Pattersons  ever  come  to  England? 
Isn't  there  enough  annoyance  without  them  ?" 
After  having  relieved  his  mind  by  these  expres- 
sions of  discontent  he  felt  better,  and  strolling, 
to  the  spot  where  the  band  was  playing,  ad- 
mired the  busy  scene  till  Pagani  touched  him  on 
the  shoulder. 

He  was  duly  presented  to  Mr.  Joddrell,  Com- 
missioner in  Lunacy,  who,  having  himself  been 
grievously  worsted  on  a  former  occasion  in  a 
tussle  with  the  Mountflathers,  could  feel  for  the 
diffidence  of  a  young  medical  practitioner,  who 
found  himself,  for  the  first  time,  in  the  presence 
of  the  great.  He  took  him  in  hand,  therefore, 
and  pointed  out  the  celebrities,  with  a  few 
sketchy  remarks  concerning  each.  "  That 
lady,  there,"  he  whispered,  "  the  one  with  the 
pince-nez  and  the  protruding  teeth,  is  a  marvel, 
who  should  interest  you,  as  a  doctor.  Her 
health  is  excellent.  She  sits  up  at  balls  till  five 
in  the  morning,  four  times  a  week,  in  her  capa- 
city of  chaperon,  and  yet  she  is  a  phenomenon, 
for  her  routine  of  existence  is  carried  on  with- 
out a  main-spring.     Her  blood  circulates  freely, 
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as  you  perceive,  though  the  tint  of  the  cheek  is 
false — yet  she  has  no  heart.  Odd,  isn't  it  ?  Her 
only  son  died,  but  she  declined  to  wear  black 
for  him.  '  I  can  mourn  for  my  child  as  well  in 
grey,'  she  remarked,  deeming  the  orthodox 
sable  unbecoming,  and  she  was  indignant,  be- 
cause the  usual  invitation  to  a  state  ball  was 
withheld  that  year  lest  a  hint  of  mundane 
revelry  should  seem  to  intrude  upon  maternal 
grief.  Off  she  posted  to  the  Chamberlain's 
office,  and  created  no  little  sensation  there. 
'I  am  a  peeress,'  she  said,  'and  though  I 
may  be  in  mourning  I  will  not  be  cheated  of 
my  rights.  The  infant  daughter  of  Lady  Gum- 
shoos  has  been  dead  four  months  only,  yet  she's 
asked.  While  I  find  upon  inquiry  that  my 
poor  boy  was  buried  eight  months  ago.  Eight 
whole  months !'  And  she  got  her  card,  and 
went  to  the  ball ;  wearing  on  the  occasion  a 
bewitching  toilette  of  lavander,  trimmed  with  a 
fringe  of  jet.  That  other  lady  there  with  the 
pointed  nose  is  a  terrible  invalid.  Her  nerves 
are  so  fine  strung  that  she  has  the  scissors 
warmed  before  she  cuts  her  nails,  and  yet,  be- 
cause fashion  wills  it,  she  goes  half  undressed 

r  ° 
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to  garden-parties  in  the  rain,  and  stands  for 
hours  in  a  puddle  in  satin  boots.  That  is  queer, 
isn't  it  ?  Pure  pluck — that  is — breeding ;  al- 
ways changes  her  gown  four  times  a  day,  how- 
ever ill  she  may  be.  I've  known  her  to  be  so 
bad  on  the  sofa  that  she  could  not  be  moved 
without  screeching,  and  yet  there  the  four 
gowns  were,  put  upon  her  wasted  body  in  their 
separate  turn.  It's  my  belief  that  if  she  had 
the  death-rattle  in  her  throat  when  the  moment 
came  for  a  change  of  costume,  it  would  be 
effected,  even  though  it  was  to  cover  a  corpse  !" 

So  Mr.  Joddrell  chatted  on,  and  became  en- 
thusiastic on  the  subject  of  the  hostess. 

"  She's  making  her  way/'  he  whispered. 
" Amazing!  Talk  of  professional  beauties — 
they  come  and  go — but  this  one  will  rule  the 
roast,  you'll  see,  before  she's  done !  Top  of 
the  ladder — no  hanging  on  at  the  bottom. 
She's  to  marry  this  Dyson,  and  will  be  sorry 
for  it,  you'll  see." 

"  Sorry  !  Why  !"  asked  Melvil,  thinking 
that  very  possibly  she  might. 

"  Why,  because  she's  the  wife  for  a  Cabinet 
Minister,  with   her   gifts   and   talents.     Fancy 
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that  woman  at  the  head  of  a  party,  working 
for  her  husband's  side,  as  a  statesman's  wife 
should  ;  returning  his  lead,  cajoling  one,  flat- 
tering another,  snubbing  a  third — not  staying 
at  home,  as  some  do,  warming  a  teapot  in  a 
flannel  petticoat  to  comfort  her  spouse  withal  on 
his  return  exhausted  from  the  House.  Depend 
upon  it  that  woman's  got  a  game  to  play,  and 
she'll  play  it.  With  that  straight  brow  of  hers 
she's  not  one  to  stick  at  trifles." 

Indeed,  the  gentleman  was  right,  Melvil 
thought.  And  the  schemes  and  plans  of  this 
magnificent  creature  were  to  be  overthrown 
by  him,  the  obscure  young  doctor  ?  It  was 
the  old  story  of  the  lion  and  the  mouse,  and  yet 
was  he  indeed  to  do  so  '•  Xothing  must  be 
decided  hastily  ;  that  much  only  was  certain. 
He  was  to  have  the  honour  of  diuing  with  her 
that  very  day.  He  would  examine  the  ground 
closely,  before  settling  his  plan  of  action. 

When  the  fine  company  had  rolled  town- 
wards,  the  select  few  who  were  to  stay  to 
dinner  loitered  under  the  trees,  awaiting  that 
sacred  event.  Dr.  Pagani  with  his  hands  be- 
hind  his  back  and   glasses   drawn   up    on    his 
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forehead,  strolled  up  and  down  with  Mr.  Dy- 
son, engaged  in  deep  conversation  which  ap- 
peared to  interest  the  latter,  while  his  betroth- 
ed reclined  languidly  in  a  low  chair,  listening 
in  an  absent  way  to  the  chatter  of  the  garrulous 
commissioner. 

"  My  dear  lady,"  the  latter  was  saying,  "  the 
world  is  a  region  wherein  we  seem  condemned 
to  be  worried.  You,  placed  as  you  are  in 
affluence,  have  no  cares,  no  troubles,  hence 
you  are  forced  by  an  occult  power  to  invent 
some  for  yourself.  As  for  these  fetes  of  yours 
they're  simply  awful.  Nobody's  grateful  for 
the  immense  trouble  you  take,  or  the  expense. 
Everyone  smiles  blandly  whilst  hating  every- 
one else,  and  at  this  moment  all  those  carriages 
— full  of  people  who  said  such  pretty  things, 
are  abusing  your  dress,  your  taste,  your  wine, 
and  everything.  Well,  well !  You  don't  mind 
being  abused,  perhaps.  Like  a  woman  of  the 
world,  you  accept  life  as  a  tragical  fever  that 
must  be  gone  through — and  you  are  right,  no 
doubt,  for  it  is  so  in  all  phases  of  existence. 
Examine  a  drop  of  water  under  the  microscope ; 
the    same    thing   in    little.      The   animalcule, 
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though  invisible  to  the  naked  eye,  tear  and 
bully  each  other,  and  are  absorbed  by  the  worst 
passions  just  as  men  and  women  are.  You 
may  observe  in  little  the  Marchioness  of  Tiptop 
and  the  Ladies  Mountflather,  with  hairy  an- 
tennas and  half  a  dozen  claws,  quite  amusiDg. 
Some  of  them,  too,  are  of  monstrous  form  and 
hideous  mien,  like  the  Duchess  of  Sark,  who 
was  more  appalling  than  usual  to-day.  The 
water-lion — the  water-devil.  Did  you  ever  see 
these  gruesome  atomies  '\  I  assure  you  that 
the  water-devil  is  just  like  Her  Grace  of  Sark 
— fat  and  round,  with  omniverous  mandibles ; 
while  the  water-lion  is  the  Lady  Virginia 
Creeper  to  the  life." 

Brunhilde  smiled  wearily,  and  remarked  that 
she  was  content  with  her  day,  and  expected  no 
gratitude  from  her  guests,  and  that  Mr.  Jod- 
clrell  was  a  wicked  man  who  was  not  fitted  for 
an  office  of  benevolence. 

"For  surely,"  she  said,  "it  is  an  office  of 
benevolence  to  watch  over  the  insane  as  you 
do,  seeing  that  they  are  well  cared  for,  poor 
things.  'To  them  their  history  is  a  tangled 
skein.'     Who  said  that  ?— I  forget/' 
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She  sighed,  while  her  lustreless  eyes  followed 
Pagani  and  his  host ;  and  Melvil  wondered 
whether  she  was  thinking  of  Patterson.  That 
sigh  was  more  than  one  of  weariness.  If  the 
knot  was  cut  by  mutual  consent,  what  possible 
right  had  Winthrop  to  rejoin  it?  It  would 
certainly  be  well  to  consult  the  prisoner  before 
committing  himself,  for  it  was  no  business  of 
his.  And  yet  it  is  never  easy  to  decide  as  to 
how  long  we  may  watch  the  progress  of  wrong- 
doing without  seeking  to  arrest  it.  The  lady 
took  no  more  notice  of  him  than  if  he  were 
a  chair — did  not  recognise  him — how  should 
she  ?  At  any  rate,  to  reveal  himself  would  be 
a  good  experiment. 

"  Office  of  benevolence,"  laughed  Mr.  Jod- 
drell.  "  My  dear  lady,  accept  a  disclaimer ! 
I'm  afraid  we're  mere  dummies,  though  that's 
no  fault  of  ours.  You  see,  our  position  is  deli- 
cate, because  it  is  false.  The  very  existence  of 
our  office  is  illegal ;  it  rests  on  statutes  which 
were  framed  for  the  distinct  purpose  of  remov- 
ing set  abuses.  These  were  swept  away  long 
ago,  and  therefore  in  natural  sequence  we 
should  have  disappeared  with  them.     But  no. 
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We  keep  our  beads  above  water  still,  and  in 
order  to  do  so  we  assume  arbitrary  powers,  to 
which  we  have  no  legal  right,  and  which  have 
been  known  to  clash  in  some  instances  with  the 
authority  of  the  Chancellor  himself.  Hence,  we 
do  not  put  ourselves  forward  more  than  neces- 
sary, and,  being  a  non-medical  body  (although 
there  are  doctors  among  us),  are  chary  of  set- 
ting ourselves  in  opposition  to  the  superintend- 
ents of  the  houses  that  we  visit.  Of  course,  we 
give  every  patient  an  opportunity  of  complaint, 
yet  no  one  complains.  Some  ask  to  be  set 
free,  but  we  take  no  notice  of  that.  I  do  not 
see  what  they  could  complain  of.  It  is  lucky 
things  are  all  right.  If  they  weren't,  we  cer- 
tainly couldn't  alter  them.  The  keepers  of 
these  houses  are  for  the  most  part  excellent 
gentlemen,  of  high  attainments  and  good  posi- 
tion. Look  at  Pagani  there — my  honoured  and 
esteemed  friend — do  you  deem  it  possible  that 
anything  underhand  could  go  on  under  his 
roof?  Of  course  not!  1  don't  want  to  flatter 
you,  old  chap,  but  you're  a  living  illustration 
of  my  argument  in  a  starched  neckcloth  and 
gold  spectacles.     By-the-by,  Pagani,  here's  an 


26  GEHENNA. 

abstruse  question  for  you.  '  What  power  has 
free-will  over  the  loadstone  V     He,  he !" 

Brunhilde  was  lying  back  on  her  chair,  finger- 
tips poised  against  finger-tips,  a  steady  gaze 
fixed  upon  James  from  under  half-closed  lids. 
The  panther  in  repose — or  stay,  it  was  the  ser- 
pent lazily  surveying  the  rabbit  which  has  just 
been  placed  in  its  way ;  and,  like  the  rabbit, 
James  shivered,  but  made  no  sound. 

Helvil,  listening  modestly  from  a  distance, 
shivered  too.  Mr.  Joddrell  had,  in  his  rambling 
way,  laid  bare  the  rottenness  of  the  system,  so 
far  as  concerned  his  own  office.  What  was  the 
good  of  attempting  to  tinker  anything  so  rot- 
ten ?  Such  a  conglomeration  of  decrepitude 
must  come  tumbling  down  before  long,  of  its 
own  inherent  decay.  When  an  edifice  is  can- 
kered through  it  breaks  up  suddenly.  The 
cracking  of  one  beam  brings  all  the  others 
with  it.  Yet  this  was  not  a  case  of  mere  decay. 
The  building  in  the  first  instance  was  con- 
structed of  unsound  materials.  As  Melvil  had 
cause  to  know,  a  person  of  weak  intellect  may 
fall  into  the  hands  of  one  who  is  too  dreamy  or 
too  idle  to  attend  to  his  business,  and  those 
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whose  work  should  bo  to  see  that  all  goes  right, 
are  afraid  of  being  rapped  on  the  knuckles  if 
they  appear  to  be  inquisitive.  Such  an  one 
may  be  set  down  as  "  harmless,"  and  it  is  a 
dictum  of  common  law  that  those  who  have 
done  no  injury  to  the  body  politic  may  not  be 
imprisoned ;  but  yet,  the  Commissioners  who 
see  the  sad  wretch  as  they  saunter  through  the 
ward,  take  no  steps  to  remove  him  from  thence, 
for  they  know  that  they  are  bogies,  mere  tur- 
nips with  lights  inside,  which  a  kick  would  send 
sprawling  in  the  mire.  There  is  not  an  asylum 
in  the  country  but  is  gorged  with  harmless 
people  of  weak  intellect — people  suffering  under 
senile  dementia  and  kindred  complaints,  who 
never  were  anything  but  harmless — and  yet, 
despite  the  law  of  the  land,  there  they  remain, 
and  there  they  will  remain  till  the  subject  is 
properly  ventilated  and  re-arranged — a  blot  on 
the  first  principles  of  justice. 

That  Mr.  Joddrell  should  airily  admit  the 
truth,  pleased  Melvil  somewhat,  for  he  loved 
candour.  Commissioners  can  override  all  diffi- 
culties, they  are  pompously  wont  to  declare  ; 
can   set  at  naught  the  superintendents  of  asy- 
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luras  as  well  as  the  signers  of  certificates,  when 
they  deem  it  wise  to  do  so.  But  then  it  seldom 
chances  to  be  wise,  for  there  are  evilly-disposed 
persons  devoid  of  bumps  of  reverence,  who 
might  be  rude  enough  to  snap  their  fingers  in 
their  faces,  tweak  their  noses,  defile  their  beards, 
flout  their  tea-board  thunder.  What  would 
happen  then  ?  How  would  bogey  vindicate  his 
outraged  authority — how,  indeed  ?  It  would 
be  too  fearsome  a  prospect  to  contemplate,  if  it 
were  not  so  outrageously  absurd. 

"  You   know/'   the   garrulous    Joddrell   pro- 
ceeded, "  that  it  enters  in  no  wise  into  our  pro- 
vince to  interfere  in  the  management  of  a  house, 
for  it's  an  established  axiom  that  each  house  is 
to  be  managed  by  individual  bye-laws,  accord- 
ing to  the  ideas  of  its  proprietor.     Besides,  how 
would  it  be  possible  ?     Our  numbers  have  not 
been  increased  since  our  office  came  into  being, 
and  the  total  of  lunatics  is  six  times  as  great 
as  it  was   then.     When  you  know  there's  no- 
thing to  be  done,  isn't  it  simplest  not  to  try? 
The  letters  alone  would  take  all  our  time  if  we 
read   them,   but    we   don't,   for   the   letters    of 
lunatics  are  always   either  trivial  or  indecent, 
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varied  now  and  then  by  blasphemy  :  so  where'.-: 
the  good  of  reading  'em  '." 

Brunhilde  had  listened,  and  so  had  James, 
aDd  the  lesson  was  understood  by  both.  The 
lady  shook  off  the  signs  of  fatigue,  and,  spring- 
ing up,  she  vowed  it  was  cold  and  damp,  and 
begged  James  to  fetch  a  wrapper.  He  did  so, 
and  she  laughed  merrily,  for  it  was  a  thick  and 
heavy  one,  ill-fitted  for  a  summer  night. 

<;Xo  matter,"  she  said,  <;  it  will  do.  Scarlet 
becomes  me,  and  dinner  should  be  ready  soon." 

She  swept  up  and  down  the  sward,  wrapped 
in  the  velvet  mantle,  humming  to  herself  the 
fragment  of  a  valse  the  band  had  been  playing, 
and  started  when  a  voice  said  beside  her,  in  a 
low  tone  : 

"  Yes,  it  is  becoming.  The  last  time  we  met 
you  wore  red  velvet." 

The  brows  of  the  bride-elect  were  contracted 
for  a  moment,  then  the  sphinx-like  face  was  as 
serene  as  ever. 

"  Indeed  !     When  was  that  T 

"  Three  years  ago  I  had  the  honour  of  seeing 
you — at  the  Railway  Hotel,  St.  Pancras,  I 
believe  it  was." 
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Mrs.  Patterson  turned  a  rapid  and  searching- 
glance  upon  the  modest  young  man  whom  Dr. 
Pagani  had  introduced,  but  she  learned  nothing 
from  his  appearance. 

"  I  don't  remember  ever  to  have  seen  you." 
"  I  daresay  not,  for  you  were  much  overcome." 
The  lady  made  no  reply,  but  gazed  up  into 
the  darkening  vault. 

Melvil,  uncertain  of  the  right  course  to  be 
taken,  considered  it  loyal  to  let  her  know  what 
he  knew  before  partaking  of  her  bread  and  salt ; 
to  proceed  further  he  did  not  intend,  at  least 
until  the  prisoner  had  been  consulted.  Strange 
woman !  she  understood  the  hint,  but  did  not 
seem  disturbed.  On  the  contrary,  her  spirits 
rose,  and  she,  who  just  now  was  plunged  in 
lassitude,  assumed  her  most  playful  mood. 

Although  not  yet  the  mistress  of  Dyson 
Grove,  she  took  her  seat  at  the  foot  of  the  table 
opposite  James,  who  was  in  unusual  spirits. 
On  one  side  of  her  she  placed  Mr.  Joddrell ;  on 
the  other  the  young  medical  practitioner. 
James  thanked  her  with  a  nod,  for  by  this 
arrangement  the  superintendent  of  Oorbouid 
House   was   by  his   side,   and    he   it  was  who 
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could  dispel  his  sinister  forebodings.  The  meal 
passed  gaily,  for  it  was  a  cosy  little  coterie, 
and  the  hostess  outdid  herself.  She  was  a 
Catherine-wheel  of  many-coloured  sparks.  She 
mimicked  the  august  Sark,  made  fun  of  the 
Mountflathers,  was  even  particularly  good  on 
the  subject  of  Adela  and  Gwendoline,  her 
dearest  friends,  who  had  been  more  than  usu- 
ally brazen  and  skittish.  Stout  Mr.  Joddrell, 
who  still  smarted  under  their  scorn,  roared  with 
laughter;  Melvil's  heart  sank  within  him  as  he 
thought  of  the  bowed  veteran  at  home.  James 
surveyed  his  adored  one  in  silence,  torn  by  a 
distracting  doubt  as  to  whether  he  was  the 
most  blessed  of  mortals  or  the  reverse.  But 
her  mirth  was  contagious — there  was  no  resist- 
ing it.  By  the  time  the  coffee  was  served,  her 
guests  were  completely  subdued  by  the  charm 
of  Circe,  and,  when  she  went  round  with  a  box 
of  cigars,  even  he  who  held  her  fate  in  his  hand 
was  well-nigh  convinced  that  it  behoved  him  to 
hold  his  tongue. 

But,  whilst  she  kept  the  ball  of  conversation 
rolling,  the  loom  of  the  Creole's  brain  was 
working  busily.     How  scurvy  a  trick  of  fortune 
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Avas  this,  to  bring  forward  the  medical  waif  who 
had  been  picked  from  out  a  host  of  strangers, 
to  perform  one  special  service.  To  some,  how 
large  and  empty  is  the  world,  a  howling  wil- 
derness ;  to  others,  how  tight  and  exiguous. 
What  a  tiresome  marplot  was  this  man,  to  turn 
up  inconveniently  and  spoil  plans  so  well 
arranged  !  But  did  he  intend  to  spoil  them  ? 
Was  his  hint  a  threat  or  a  warning,  or  was  she 
attaching  too  much  importance  to  what  was  a 
mere  casual  remark  I  The  faithful  Nat  would 
have  to  make  another  journey — there  was  no 
end  to  his  journeys  or  his  usefulness — to  sound 
his  friend  as  to  the  new  doctor.  What  was  his 
character !  Was  he  ambitious,  earnest,  indo- 
lent, soft-hearted,  avaricious  ?  Did  he  desire 
to  be  bought  off — was  he  friend  or  enemy?  He 
seemed  simple,  disinclined  to  self-assertion. 
There  was  a  chivalrous,  if  somewhat  awkward 
air  about  him  which  sat  well  upon  his  youth. 
He  might  be  cajoled  or  brow-beaten.  It  would 
be  well  perhaps  to  seek  an  interview,  to  fall  at 
his  feet  in  a  picturesque  pose,  and  adjure  him 
by  his  manhood  not  to  hurt  a  poor,  weak  wo- 
man.    But  that  this  might  be  artistically  ac- 
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complished,  it  would  be  well  to  understand  his 
nature.  There  was  no  hurry,  for  he  was  eating 
his  grapes  with  no  sign  of  the  truculent  or 
bellicose  about  him.  The  trumpet  was  blown, 
but  war  was  not  declared.  He  must  not  be 
left  alone  with  James,  lest  inconvenient  revela- 
tions should  take  place  ;  but  that  was  a  matter 
which  might  easily  be  arranged.  Then  recurred 
to  her  mind  the  speech  of  Xat  when  he  informed 
his  mistress  that  Mr.  Patterson  would  never 
trouble  her  again.  Of  course,  this  young  man 
was  in  daily  intercourse  with  Mr.  Patterson. 
He  had  told  his  story  doubtless.  What  had  he 
said  of  her  ?  It  was  with  dull,  throbbing  anxiety 
that  she  thought  of  this,  while  begging  one 
guest  with  a  bright  smile  to  take  a  glass  of 
chartreuse,  another  to  try  some  very  fine  cog- 
nac. What  had  the  recluse  said  of  her  ;  what 
did  he  think  ?  Alas !  What  could  he  think, 
but  the  worst  ?  Verily  the  waters  had  stranded 
her  upon  a  mudbank.  She  would  have  to  gird 
up  her  skirts,  and  paddle  with  exceeding  vigour 
to  escape  from  being  buried  alive. 

And  if  the  marplot  was  in  daily  communica- 
tion with  the  prisoner,  of  course  he  would  be 
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"with  others.     What  was  his  opinion  to  be  with 

regard  to  Sir  Arthur  1    Not  that  that  signified  ; 

for  his  chief  was  at   this    moment  droning  in 

sympathetic   accents   to    James,    assuring   him 

that    Sir   Arthur's   was   a   painful    case   which 

caused  him  great  anxiety,  kept  him  awake  of 

nights,  and  took  up  much   of  the  time  of  all 

the  members  of  the  staff.     cc  Subacute  mania, 

my  dear  sir,  I  regret  to  tell  you.     But  small 

chance    of  recovery,    as    my    good   friend,  Dr. 

Johnstone,  who  has  made  it  his  special  study, 

will  have  the  pain  of  telling  you,  if  you  call  to 

see  us.    With  all  our  care  he  is  worse,  decidedly 

worse  ;  yet  none  could  have  done  more  for  him 

than  we  have.     In  the  hands  of  an  inscrutable 

Providence,  you  know."     Pagani,  as  he  beamed 

on  his  audience,  spoke  with  a  decision   which 

carried  conviction  and  comfort  to'  the  breasts  of 

at  least  two  of  his  hearers.     Sir  Arthur  was 

safe   enough,   and,  if  this   importunate   young 

man  could  only  be  managed,  all  would  go  well 

yet.     The    importunate    young   man    brought 

round  the  meditations  of  Brunhilde  to  the  still 

more  importunate  young  woman.  Two  attempts 

at   interference   had    that    aggressive    damsel 
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made.  Vanquished  for  the  present,  she  might 
make  another  charge.  It  behoved  her  conqueror 
to  turn  up  an  earthwork,  which  she  accordingly 
did,  in  a  whispered  conference  with  her  neigh- 
bour. 

What  she  said  to  his  other  neighbour,  Melvil 
did  not  hear,  for  he  was  too  well-bred  to  listen, 
until  he  was  conscious  of  a  name  wrhich  caused 
his  pulse  to  quicken. 

"  What  is  her  name  ?  How  shocking  !"  the 
commissioner  ejaculated. 

"A  Miss  Galbraith — a  forward,  designing- 
minx,"  said  the  Creole,  in  tones  which,  though 
subdued,  travelled  further  than  intended.  "  As  I 
tell  you,  she  set  her  cap  at  the  unfortunate  man 
a  long  while  since,  and  even  wants  to  catch 
him  now.  Just  fancy  what  length  people  will 
go  for  the  sake  of  money  !  If  you  hear  of  her, 
you  will  remember  what  I've  said." 

Dr.  Winthrop's  blood  boiled.  Designing,  in- 
deed! Which  was  the  most  designing  of  these 
two?  The  instinct  of  Cloris  did  not  deceive 
her.  This  was  a  dangerous,  insidious  foe — a 
smooth-skinned,  glittering  snake,  who  would 
grind  them  all  within  her  rings.     Mr.  Patterson 
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should  no  longer  wear  that  expression  of  re- 
proach. The  young  doctor  then  and  there 
determined,  once  and  for  ever,  that  something 
decided  must  be  done  and  at  once,  to  stop,  in 
full  career,  the  coach  which  would  bear  them  all 
into  the  ditch. 

Fate  had  placed  this  task  in  his  hands.  Be 
it  so.  He  would  no  longer  hesitate  or  meander 
by  the  wayside,  but  do  what  was  right  as  well 
as  he  could,  however  untoward  the  result  to  his 
own  future.  He  would  make  atonement  for 
that  first  slip,  as  his  victim  suggested;  and  his 
conscience  should  be  clear  whatever  befell. 
Cloris  might  become  penniless  Lady  Dyson, 
perhaps,  and  the  fortune  pass  absolutely  to 
James.  But  the  Creole  should  not  share  it. 
Mr.  Patterson  should  be  dragged  out,  if  need 
were,  to  claim  his  wife.  The  fact  of  his  exist- 
ence should  be  proclaimed.  She  who  dared  to 
call  Miss  Galbraith  a  designing  minx  should 
rue  her  folly. 

Yet  another  blunder  !  Perverse  Brunhilde  ! 
Creature  of  impulse  !  No  doubt  you  are  vastly 
distressed  on  her  account.  If  Mr.  Patterson 
were    to  claim   her   like   a   superannuated   old 
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ghoul  it  would  be  too  harrowing.  But  there  is 
a  loop-hole  left.  She  made  a  statement  on  the 
night  of  the  coup  d'etat,  of  which  Dr.  Winthrop 
could  know  nothing.  What  if,  as  she  swore  to 
James,  she  had  never  been  married  at  all? 
James  knew  all  about  it;  the  fault  was  con- 
doned ;  she  was  forgiven.  If  Sir  Arther  were 
to  return  to  the  world  and  espouse  Cloris,  Melvil 
would  be  the  only  sufferer,  sacrificed  on  the 
altar  of  unselfishness.  It  would  be  hard  if  the 
sturdy  knight,  who  had  resolved  to  trample  on 
his  own  heart,  should  be  hoist  with  his  own 
petard.  If  the  baronet  and  his  love  were 
brought  together,  James  Dyson  would  claim 
the  fortune  and  share  it  with  the  quasi-widow, 
and  she  would  end  by  being  triumphant,  for 
there  would  be  no  more  need  for  scheming.  Had 
Dr.  Winthrop  known  of  that  confession  in  the 
dark  he  might  have  recoiled  from  the  doubtful 
contest — but  he  knew  it  not ;  and  so,  as  he 
drove  to  the  station  with  his  chief,  he  strung  his 
nerves  for  action,  resolved,  the  first  thing  in  the 
morning,  to  visit  the  upper  side. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

A    MISADVENTURE. 

"ITELVIL,  though  he  was  quite  resolved  to 
■***■  don  his  armour  for  a  crusade,  was  at  a 
loss  how  to  set  about  it.  Having  been  engaged 
by  Dr.  Pagani  to  assist  in  his  business,  and 
having  in  consequence  been  allowed  to  look 
upon  the  seamy  side,  it  seemed  hardly  honour- 
able to  avail  himself  of  the  advantages  tendered 
for  the  purpose  of  overthrowing  his  employer. 
As  to  bringing  him  over  to  his  own  views,  that 
was  out  of  the  question.  The  worthy  super- 
intendent occupied  a  sphere  of  his  own  fashion- 
ing. He  was  firmly  persuaded  that  if  anything 
was  wrong  it  concerned  the  principles  of  the 
system,  not  the  way  it  was  carried  out.  With 
the  framing  of  the  system  he  had  nothing  to 
do.     When  he  took  strangers  round  the  wards, 
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lie  was  fully  as  enchanted  as  they,  and  decided 
long  ago  that  so  soon  as  it  appeared  in  print 
he  would  present  to  his  admirable  second  in 
command,  as  a  grateful  tribute,  a  copy  of 
P.  P.,  gorgeously  bound  in  morocco.  Dr.  John- 
stone deserved  the  honour,  for  he  did  his  work 
well.  No  doubt  it  was  a  worry  when  he  suc- 
cumbed to  the  temptations  of  Bacchus,  and 
failed  to  be  visible  when  wanted  ;  but  affairs 
were  so  well-ordered  that  in  the  absence  of 
the  manager,  through  temporary  indisposition, 
the  machinery  whirred  on  with  sufficient 
regularity  to  the  admiration  of  all  beholders. 
The  patients  vowed,  in  ecstatic  chorus,  that 
they  were  as  happy  as  the  day  was  long,  that 
they  would  not  change  their  condition  for  any 
consideration  on  earth,  and  visitors  were  pro- 
portionately gratified. 

In  the  face  of  this  rosy  evidence — for  there  is 
nothing  like  upsetting  captious  theory  by  prac- 
tical results — what  was  the  use  of  arguing? 
Such  suggestions  too  as  were  put  forward  by 
the  inexperienced  juvenile  !  In  the  train,  as  he 
rattled  off  to  London,  he  had  actually  presumed 
to  announce  as  his  deliberate  opinion,  that  Sir 
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Arthur  was  improperly  treated,  that  the  reason 
for  his  growing  worse  lay  in  the  manner  of  his 
life  rather  than    in  the  disease  itself,  and  Dr. 
Pagani  was  obliged  to  summon  all  his  philosophy 
and  experience  to  avoid  giving  way  to  temper. 
How  could  a  patient  be  better  treated?     The 
charge   was  frivolous   and  untenable.     Had  ha 
not   comfortable  sitting-rooms,    gardens,    con- 
servatories, wherein  to  disport   himself  when  it 
so  pleased  him  ?     Were  not  his  victuals  beyond 
reproach  ;  his  novels  from  the  Grosvenor  Library 
of  the  newest ;  his  sheets  and  blankets  of  the 
finest  ?     Was  not  he  invited  to  work  off  super- 
fluous energy  by  dancing  twice  a  week  at  least 
to  the   dulcet  strains   of  the  lunatic  band?     If 
unwell  was  he    not  sufficiently  dosed,   if  cold 
sufficiently  covered  ?     Moreover,  he  never  com- 
plained ;  that  was  conclusive.     Ergo,  he  was  as 
happy   as  possible,   and  number  three   had    a 
bee  in  his  bonnet.    And  then  the  superintendent, 
with   benign    aspect,  improved    the     occasion ; 
hinted   that  it  is  advisable  to  know  what  we 
are  talking  about  before  striving  to  instruct  our 
betters  ;  and  subsided  into  beatific  consideration 
of  a  prospective  article  on  "  Hallucination  in 
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Ecstacv.''  This  was  discouraging  for  the 
champion.  His  authority  was  actually  nil;  and 
yet  his  conscience  told  him  plainly  now  that  if 
he  stayed  where  he  was  he  must  fight.  Tossing 
about  in  the  small  hours,  he  revolved  plan  after 
plan,  and  rejected  one  after  the  other  as  un- 
feasible, and  felt  but  little  inclined  for  battle,  as 
he  slouched  listlessly  down  to  breakfast.  After 
breakfast  there  was  routine  to  be  gone  through, 
supervision  of  new  arrangements,  visiting  such 
patients  as  had  been  troublesome,  a  host  of 
petty  details ;  and  then  people  called  to  see  if 
the  place  would  suit  their  cousin  or  their  aunt ; 
and  then  there  were  cash-books  to  be  made  up, 
accounts  to  be  examined,  a  dozen  things  ;  and 
the  end  of  it  was  that  nearly  a  week  was  gone 
(inclination  aiding)  before  he  had  leisure  to 
enter  on  his  grand  campaign. 

To  speak  seriously  with  Mr.  Patterson  he  was 
determined ;  to  explain  exactly  how  the  case 
stood,  and  adjure  him  to  assist  in  the  crusade. 
It  was  all  very  well  to  be  told  to  put  right  a 
wrong.  It  could  not  be  done  singlehanded. 
But  while  he  was  resolving  what  he  would  say, 
and    how    he    would    say    it,    and    wondering 
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whether  it  might  not  be  advisable  to  postpone 
the  matter  till  to-morrow  or  the  day  after,  or 
till  the  beginning  of  a  new  week,  an  urgent 
message  came  from  the  upper  side  that  the 
doctors  were  wanted  there  immediately. 

That  particular  day,  as  it  happened,  had  been 
selected  by  Mr.  Nathaniel  Bodn'sh  for  the  easing 
of  the  mind  of  his  patroness.  He  travelled  by 
an  early  train  to  London,  took  the  underground 
to  Aldgate,  and  the  tram  from  thence  to  Bow, 
and,  despite  the  distance,  and  changes  in 
method  of  locomotion,  reached  Corbould  House 
while  the  wards  were  yet  in  confusion.  Patsey 
came  forth  to  greet  him,  with  his  ginger  hair 
very  much  on  end,  his  nose  in  a  highly  polished 
condition,  and  his  freckled  arms  bared  to  the 
shoulder,  and,  striking  an  attitude  of  astonish- 
ment, cried, 

"  Why,  B  224 !  'What  do  you  want  here  at 
this  hour  ?" 

"  Hush !  A  lark's  a  lark,"  remonstrated  Nat, 
with  a  scowl.  "  Don't  call  a  respectable  gentle- 
man names,  d'ye  hear." 

"Names!  Lor'  bless  your  innocent  soul. 
None  in  this  crib  knows  but  what  that  means 
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pleeceman  224  in  the  B  division.  There  are 
lots  of  them  among  us— and  a  shady  set  too — 
the  ex-pleece.  Strong  and  handy  with  their 
mawleys,  but  no  great  shakes  in  the  way  of 
character  or  temper  neither.  D'ye  want  to  see 
your  man?  How  precious  fond  of  him  you 
must  be  to  be  sure,  always  hanging  around  and 
sniffing  after  him,  but  somehow  he  don't  seem 
quite  so  fond  of  you — when  he  recognizes,  which 
isn't  often.  He's  rayther  in  a  queer  way  to- 
day, becos  I  had  a  bit  of  a  game  with  him 
yesterday,  and  somehow  I  don't  think  it  did 
him  much  good.  I  hope  you  won't  be  cross,  so 
fond  and  affectionate  as  you  are  !" 

Mr.  Patsey,  with  a  knowing  wink,  led  the 
way  upstairs,  where,  sliced  off  from  the  dining- 
lobby,  was  the  assistants'  sanctum,  and  inducted 
his  friend  into  that  snug  retreat ;  for  all  the 
chairs  were  piled  on  the  central  table,  and  there 
was  a  superabundance  of  flue  in  the  atmo- 
sphere. 

"  I  turned  the  beasts  out,  ye  see,  while  I 
sweep  the  den.  They'll  come  to  no  harm,  for 
number  two  Bed's  a  watching  'em.  A  mighty 
useful  chap  that  Deas  is — keeps  'em  in  order 
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better  nor  I  can,  as  a  rule,  because  a  blow  of  his 
fist's  like  a  sledge-hammer;  they  know  it;  and 
he  raps  'em  more  than  I  dare  to,  with  that  new 
Sawbones  about.  Breakfasted,  I  'spose?  A 
drop  of  brandy  to  settle  the  stomach?  Fust 
class,  this ;  Justerini  and  Brooks — a  present 
from  a  grateful  heir  (whose  uncle  died  here), 
for  the  benefit  of  the  loonies.  We  want  it  more 
than  them,  the  provoking  varmints !  Drink. 
Xow,  what's  up  V9 

"  Well,  I've  come  here  with  a  catechism  which 
you'll  be  kind  enough  to  answer.  Here's  a  quid 
for  your  trouble." 

"  Thanks,"  returned  Mr.  Patsey,  biting  the 
coin  and  pocketing  it.  "  Smallest  contributions 
thankfully  received,  seeing  how  badly  paid  we 
are.     Drive  ahead." 

"  I've  asked  you  afore  about  that  there  baro- 
net, and  I  ask  you  again  becos  it's  important. 
What  do  you  think  of  him?" 

The  attendant  grinned,  and  winked  again  at 
his  friend. 

"Hes  just  what  you  choose  to  make  of  him — that's 
about  what  he  is." 

"  You  said  he  was  wuss." 
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"  So  he  was — then  he  grew  better — for  the 
High  Priest  ("the  Rosicrucian  noosance)  was  laid 
up  in  bed  with  a  cold,  and  didn't  worrit  him  for 
a  day  or  two ;  but  somehow  he's  very  queer  to- 
day— uncommon  queer,  which  is  remarkable, con- 
sidering that  I  took  him  out  for  a  walk  yester- 
day, all  by  myself,  in  the  open  country,  by 
express  order  of  the  second  guv'nor." 

"  Out  for  a  walk  !  He  might  have  escaped." 
"  Xot  he!  These  coves  know  as  they're  not 
fit  to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  get  frighten- 
ed— alone  in  a  crowd — like  sheep  without  a 
shepherd.  I  was  ordered  to  take  him  out  for 
two  hours,  so  I  took  him,  but  I  was  a  bit  riled 
as  there  are  reasons  why  I'd  rayther  stop  at 
home  till  a  certain  date's  expired — and  I  owed 
him  one  besides  for  raising  my  expectations  and 
not  gratifying  'em.  He's  a  tantalizing  cuss,  he 
is — causes  your  mouth  to  water  about  scientific 
discoveries  as  'd  make  our  profession  (that's 
yours  and  mine,  you  know)  as  easy  and  sure  as 
could  be,  and  when  I  try  to  get  at  'em  and  store 
'em  away  for  further  use,  they're  all  smoke  and 
rubbidge.  So  I  took  him  out  across  the  marshes, 
where  it's  lonesome,  and  'ad  it   out  with   him. 
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But,  bless  your  dear  heart,  it  warn't  a  bit  of  use. 
He  only  got  confused,  and  came  back  trembling 
so  like  the  ague  that  the  second  guv'nor  said 
it  wouldn't  do,  and  he  mustn't  go  out  no  more." 

"  You  terrified  him,"  mused  Mr.  Bodfish,  with 
an  approving  nod.  "And  he  relapsed.  That's 
what  his  complaint'll  have  to  be.  The  relapse 
complaint,  and  many  of  'em." 

"  A  mere  matter  of  coin,"  replied  the  other, 
coolly. 

"Coin  shan't  be  scarce/'  was  the  curt  re- 
joinder. "  You  and  I  are  old  pals  as  have  bin 
in  trouble  together,  and  know  that  union's 
strength.  When  that  date  you  mentioned  is 
up,  and  you  find  it  convenient  to  be  about 
again,  you'll  want  something  better  than  what 
government  or  the  aid  societies  provide,  and, 
if  that  there  baronet's  complaint  comes  on  fre- 
quent, you'll  have  it.  That's  all,  so  say  no 
more." 

Mr.  Bodfish  was  about  to  dismiss  that  part 
of  the  subject  with  a  wave  of  the  hand  when 
it  occurred  to  him  that  he  did  not  know  the 
important  date  which  was  to  give  back  Mr. 
Patsey  to  the  world. 
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•  Ticket's  up  in  five  months  from  now/'  the 
latter  said,  in  answer  to  tfa  -tion.     u  It- 

disgusting  thing  to  hev  to  waste  our  youth 
talents  in  this  dog  hutch,  a  lent 

in  a  napkin,  but  bc  it  is,  and  'taint  n<  use 
growling." 

But  Mr.  Bodfish  shook  his  head. 

••  You'll  'ave  to  practice  patient      >ld    jovey. 
Here  you'll  'aye  to  stop  till  the  bloke's  past 
praying  for.     It  won't  matter  to  yon 
you're  paid." 

u  Don't  you  fret  y  ':, "  :  r orned  tl      rther, 

as  looking  at  the  clock,  he  tied  an  apron  round 
waist.  ••  Five  months  of  the  relapse  com- 
plaint, as  you  facetiously  call  it,  wi  D  tisb  "im 
altogether.  By  the  time  I  am  a  gentleman 
large,  he'll  need  no  more  physic.  A  hundred 
quid  it'll  have  to  be,  not  a  shiL  :  less,  :  r  I 
tender  conscience,  you  know,  that  wants  a  night 
draught,  as  the  animals  do  in  thi  show. 

Tip  us  your  flapper,  and  it'll  "tied.     You 

are  straight  as  a  die,  and  never  sold  a  pal,  that 
I'm  aweer  of.  Xow  you'd  better  go  down  and 
see  your  man,  if  yon  want  to.  He's  moping 
somewhere  in  the  grounds.    I  must  g  $t  through 
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my  sweeping,  or  there'll  be  a  row.  That  cat- 
aleptic cove  ought  to  be  set  to  this  work,  like- 
wise that  parson.  He  knows  he  ought  to  come 
and  help.  Never  mind.  He'll  catch  it  by- 
and-by.  No  sherry  wine  for  him  this  day  at 
dinner." 

With  this  the  attendant  took  a  shovel  and  a 
brush,  and  went  to  work  with  a  will,  stirring 
the  dust  till  both  he  and  his  companion  sneezed. 

"  Tell  us,'"  Nathaniel  inquired,  presently. 
"  Them  relapses.  How'll  you  do  it?  It's  just 
as  well  to  learn." 

"Easy  enough  when  you  know  it,"  Patsey 
answered,  scratching  his  shock  pate.  "  Like 
lots  of  things  you  pay  dear  for.  He's  dreadful 
nervous  is  this  chap,  and  run  off  with  by  his 
imagination.  In  quiet  moments  he'll  argify  as 
sensible  as  possible  with  the  old  Rosicrucian 
noosance,  and  go  on  like  a  book  from  his  point 
of  view  about  the  fellar  in  the  cloak  that  comes 
at  night,  and  the  boys  that  hide  under  the 
boards ;  and  then  he'll  wander,  and  you  can't 
make  nothing  of  him,  and  he  has  to  be  put  in 
the  black  hole.  And  when  he  comes  to  again 
you've  only  to  put  something  under  his  nose 
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as'll  catch  his  attention,  and  he'll  go  off  at  a 
tangent,  as  they  say,  just  as  you  think  proper 
to  direct.  I  can  play  on  'em  as  well  as  on  my 
cornet.  Just  as  an  experiment  I  left  a  volume 
of '  Edgar  Poe '  in  his  little  room  once,  a  volume 
I  borrowed  from  the  porter,  who  is  fond  of 
horrors.  There  were  ghastly  pictures  in  it, 
worse  than  a  'penny  dreadful,'  and  when  I 
come  to  call  him  to  dinner  blest  if  he  wasn't 
raving  and  rocking  himself,  swearing  he'd  kill- 
ed a  lady  with  a  shovel,  and  was  going  to  be 
hanged  straight  off.  See  that  he  gets  no  sleep, 
and  give  him  a  scrap  of  newspaper  with  a 
bloody  murder  in  it,  and  Til  stake  my  reputa- 
tion he  gets  no  better.  So  make  your  mind 
easy,  old  cock." 

Nathaniel  looked  on  his  friend  with  fond  ad- 
miration, for  he  was  an  ingenious  person,  and 
changed  the  subject  to  the  new  doctor. 

n  Ah  !  There  you  have  me,"  observed  the 
attendant,  stroking  his  large  nose  reflectively 
with  the  brush.  UI  ain't  a  fool,  but  I  can't 
make  him  out  a  bit.  When  he  first  arrived  he 
set  us  all  to  the  rightabout,  and  wouldn't  have 
this   and   wouldn't    have   that,    and    this    was 

VOL.  III.  E 


50  GEHENNA. 

wrong  and  that  was  t'other,  till  we  didn't 
know  whether  we  was  on  our  heads  or  our 
heels,  and  would  all  have  struck  if  it  had  gone 
on  much  longer,  for  we're  worrited  enough  by 
the  loonies,  without  the  guv'nors  follerin'  suit. 
But  he  soon  wearied  of  it,  and  never  comes  in 
here  at  all.  He  may  grumble  in  the  office  as 
much  as  he  likes,  so  long  as  he  leaves  us  alone. 
Told  me  I  was  violent  and  rough.  Likely  I'm 
going  to  let  myself  be  hammered  for  nothing. 
Ha  !  ha  !"  and,  mightily  tickled  with  the  jest, 
Patsey  set  himself  to  complete  his  task,  laugh- 
ing huskily  in  an  undertone,  while  his  friend, 
who  could  get  nothing  more  out  of  him  than 
threats  of  what  he  would  do  to  the  parson,  if  he 
did  not  come  and  help,  strolled  out  into  the 
garden  to  see  the  effect  of  his  "  treatment." 

He  found  Sir  Arthur  reclining  in  the  summer- 
house  with  his  eyes  shut,  and  the  magian  sage 
gyratiug  round  him  like  a  bee.  Conscious  that 
a  shadow  darkened  the  entrance,  he  opened  his 
eyes,  and  stared  at  the  new-comer  in  haggard 
astonishment. 

"That   man  again/'    he   murmured.     "How 
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did  he  come  here'?  What  have  I  to  do  with 
him,  or  he  with  me  ?" 

"  Mornin',  baronight,"  observed  Mr.  Bodfish, 
pleasantly.  "  You  look  topping,  surelie ;  as 
fresh  as  a  daisy,  and  I'm  glad  of  it." 

"Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you  want?  I 
never  injured  you.     I  don't  know  you  even  !" 

"  Then  your  memory's  short,  which  is  a  pity," 
returned  the  affable  Nathaniel,  with  a  chuckle. 
"  Don't  know  me,  eh  ?  and  yet  you're  my  pro- 
perty, my  good  and  chattel — can't  do  nothing 
without  me.     What  d'ye  think  of  that  I" 

Sir  Arthur  stared  at  him  in  so  vacant  a  man- 
ner that  Nathaniel  could  contain  himself  no 
longer.  Slapping  his  leg,  he  broke  into  a  pro- 
longed guffaw,  whereat  his  chattel  sighed,  and 
closed  his  eyes  again. 

"  I  have  begged  over  and  over  again  to  see 
my  brother  \"  he  muttered.  "  I  thought  once 
that  he  hated  me  and  wished  my  death,  but  it 
cannot  be ;  that  would  be  too  wicked.  I've 
written  to  beg  I  might  be  moved  elsewhere — 
out  of  this  unceasing  din." 

"You   were    moved    once,    you    know,    and 
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much  good  did  you  gain  by  it.  Mark  me — arc 
you  listening  V  Here  Nathaniel  bent  down 
over  his  property  with  threatening  forefinger. 
"  I've  warned  you  once  afore  not  to  write  no 
letters.  Not  as  it  makes  any  odds.  I've  told 
you,  and  it's  gospel  truth,  that  all  letters  are 
delivered  to  the  gentleman  as  was  kind  enough 
to  sign  the  order  under  which  you  are  here 
locked  up.  What  letters  you  write  will  come 
to  me,  for  I'm  that  gentleman  ;  you're  my  pro- 
perty, to  do  with  as  I  choose,  and  I  choose  that 
you  shall  stop  here  till  you  die.  Is  that  straight 
or  simple  enough?" 

The  baronet  neither  moved  nor  answered. 

"  Blest  if  Patsey  isn't  up  to  tricks,"  mur- 
mured the  other,  shaking  his  head  with  a  for- 
bidding frown.  "  Relapse,  indeed.  He's  a 
deal  too  sensible  to-day." 

The  old  Rosicrucian  in  the  gaberdine  had 
been  nodding  and  smiling  to  engage  his  atten- 
tion, and  plucked  him  now  by  the  coat. 

"  Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  sir !"  he  said, 
with  the  wrapt  expression  of  a  seer.  uHe 
doesn't  know  you,  but  I  know  you  well.  You 
are    an    Aryan    in    disguise.     The    Archangel 
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Gabriel  has  searched  the   natal  roll  wherein  is 
inscribed  the  lightest  detail  of  all  jour  many 
s — the  archangels  only  have  access  to  these 
rolls — and  he  whispered  to  me  of  you.     What 
did  Shakespeare  mean  by  the  'shaking  off  the 
mortal  coil,'  sir?     He  knew  the  secret — that  we 
are  all  re-incarned,  compelled  to   live  and  live 
again    on    earth    till   we've  won    our    right    to 
heaven.     You — let  me  see — "  (here  the  old  man 
pushed  back  the  locks  of  his  long  white  hair, 
and  read  the  past  in  a  cloudlet).     "You  were 
Sweyne,  King  of  Norway,  when  Enoch  entered 
the  royal  family  as  Canute,  and  you  turned  him 
out,  so  that  he  was  compelled   to   seek  a  new 
home   in   East   Anglia,  which   you  would   not 
have  done  had  you  known  him   to  be  Enoch. 
You   would   have   respected   Enoch,    1    think? 
Subsequently,   by  royal    incarnation,  you  were 
Oscar  III.  of  Sweden  and  Louis  the  Debonaire, 
whereby  you  gained  a  step,  for  you  were  good, 
and  Lionel,  Duke  of  Clarence,  and  afterwards 
the  fifth  son  of  an  elector  of  Saxony,  and  since 
then    Hospodar    of    Wallachia    and    Moldavia. 
You    reigned    as   Padishah    of    Constantinople 
once,   but  oh !    my  poor  fellow,  how   bad   you 
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were,  and  what  steps  yon  lost !  That  led  to 
five  base  incarnations  as  a  punishment — a 
blacksmith  in  a  Cornish  village,  a  plumber  in 
St.  Petersburg,  a  shoemaker  in  Paris,  a  miner 
in  the  Hartz  Mountains,  a  scavenger  at  Carls- 
ruhe.  Then  yon  were  forgiven.  You  wrote 
Sagas,  in  Norway.  You  were  Ariosto,  and  a 
friend  of  Shakespeare,  who  was  Enoch  in 
travesty,  though  you  wist  it  not,  and  so  you 
made  up  the  quarrel  between  Canute  and 
Svveyne.  You've  gained  a  step  again — a  great 
one.  Kneel,  and  be  blest,  for  on  you  is  to  fall 
the  medium  mantle  of  Melchisedec.  Kneel, 
and  accept  the  office  !" 

The  old  man  was  so  earnest  and  so  eager, 
and  so  rapid  in  his  utterance,  that  Nathaniel 
stood  spell-bound,  for  it  was  a  figure  such  as  he 
had  seen  in  pictures,  connected  with  furnaces 
and  stuffed  crocodiles,  and  he  spoke  with  a 
conviction  that  was  contagious.  But  the 
visitor  was  brought  back  to  present  business  by 
a  wail  from  Sir  Arthur,  who  clasped  his  hands 
before  his  eyes  and  stuffed  his  ears. 

"  Oh !  how  can  I  endure  this  man  I"  he 
groaned.     "  I  do  so  beg  for  peace,  for  my  mind 
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comes  and  goes,  and  I  cannot  hold  it !  It 
hovers  in  limbo,  and  will  not  stay  with  me  ;  and 
until  it  comes  back  to  life  I  cannot  return  to 
her,  my  Cloris.  Move  me  away  from  here,  if 
you  have  any  mercy.  How  I  hunger  after  rest, 
how  T  pine  for  silence  !" 

Nathaniel's  frown  deepened.  Sir  Arthur  was 
dreadfully  sensible.  Patsey  was  either  himself 
hoodwinked,  or  was  stealing  a  march  upon  his 
pal.  He  was  about  to  improve  the  occasion, 
and  give  his  chattel  another  piece  of  his  mind 
on  the  subject  of  silence,  when  from  a  distant 
portion  of  the  garden  came  a  hubbub  of  voices 
at  high  words,  followed  by  a  loud  shriek,  and 
then  nothing.  All  three  looked  at  one  another, 
then  rushed  in  the  direction  whence  it  came. 
Patsey  met  them  on  the  way,  and,  with  a  string 
of  oaths,  ordered  back  the  patients.  They 
obeyed  for  an  instant,  then  followed  in  the  dis- 
tance, creeping  timidly. 

"  Damn  this  place  !"  he  growled.  "  What's 
up  now.  Some  trouble,  I'll  be  bound,  and  I 
left  alone.  There'll  be  a  scandal  some  day 
that  the  public'll  get  hold  of,  and  the  guv'nors'll 
be  sorry.     Men  can't  be  in  four   places  at  once 
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I've  said  so  till  I'm  sick.  What  with  making 
beds,  and  tidying  sitting-rooms,  and  going  to 
fetch  stores,  we're  so  underhanded  that  the 
animals  must  look  after  themselves.  Haven't 
I  complained  of  it.     Then  there's  a  bobbery." 

"  It  will  be  awkward  if  you  get  the  sack/' 
remarked  Nathaniel,  who  was  thinking  of  his 
chattel. 

"  As  for  that,  it's  no  matter,"  retorted  Patsey, 
with  a  laugh,  thinking  only  of  himself.  "  Char- 
acters ain't  looked  for,  so  I  could  easily  find  an- 
other berth  in  another  asylum  by  swearing  as 
I'd  never  been  in  one  before.  That's  no  conse- 
quence ;  I  prefer  stopping  where  I  am,  that's 
all.  It'd  be  another  pair  of  shoes  if  attendants 
had  to  be  licensed.  Oh  my !  wouldn't  it  ? 
There  are  few  of  us  who  could  win  a  diploma." 

A  turn  in  the  path  brought  them  now  to  a 
spot  where  a  group  of  excited  men  were  twit- 
tering like  birds  over  something  that  was  con- 
cealed from  view.  At  sight  of  the  attendant, 
the  burly  fellow  who  was  known  as  "No.  two 
bed/'  sneaked  away  among  the  bushes,  as  a  dog 
might  that  knew  he  deserved  whipping.  Part- 
ing the  crowd    with    cuffs    and   slaps,    Patsey 
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became  aware  of  a  heap  of  linen  clothes  upon 
the  grass  ;  upon  turning  this  over,  by  seizing  the 
shoulder  and  a  leg,  he  exposed  to  view  the  wizen- 
ed features  of  the  parson,  with  staring,  glassy 
eyes,  and  foam  upon  his  lips. 

The  attendant  and  his  friend  looked  at  each 
other  and  at  the  body. 

"  Here's  a  go  !"  the  former  said,  at  length — a 
perspiration  breaking  on  his  face.  "  He's  dead  ; 
I'm  blowed  if  he  isn't.  What's  to  be  done  now  ?" 

One  of  the  chattering  group  went  through  a 
pantomime  of  blows — concluding  with  a  bang  of 
the  fist  behind  the  ear. 

"  Oh,  that  was  the  way  was  it,"  grumbled 
Patsey.  u Ain't  it  a  den  of  demons?  And  I 
trusted  that  cove.  Won't  he  catch  it  ?  What's 
to  be  done  ?" 

He  sat  down  on  the  green  to  consider,  and 
the  lunatics  stood  round  like  watchful  sprites, 
while  the  sage  and  Sir  Arthur  stole  up  behind 
and  peered  trembling  over  his  shoulder.  He 
became  conscious  of  their  presence  by-and-by, 
and  expended  the  vials  of  his  wrath  on  them. 
Would  they  do  as  they  were  told,  or  would  they 
not? 
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"  Just  be  off  to  the  sitting-room,  double 
quick,  and  stop  there  till  further  orders.  Get 
out,  you  !"  the  attendant  roared,  seizing  and 
shaking  the  terror-stricken  sage,  till  his  teeth 
chattered  in  his  head. 

"  And  you,  come  here,"  he  added,  to  the  man 
who  had  indulged  in  injudicious  pantomime, 
"  Who  are  you?  Oh!  you're  the  one  who  thinks 
the  doctor's  the  Messiah,  and  can't  be  got  to 
speak  till  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  sends  a 
dispensation  ?  So  you'd  talk  in  dumb  show, 
would  you  ?  Listen  to  me,  now,"  he  said, 
slowly,  repeating  his  words  twice  over  with  dis- 
tinct emphasis,  "  don't  you  take  to  talking  in 
dumb  show — d'ye  hear?  The  archbishop  hasn't 
sent  the  dispensation,  and  isn't  a  going  to, 
mark  that/  If  you  keep  your  tongue  from  clack- 
ing, I'll  give  you  some  snuff  to-morrow  morn- 
ing. You  are  a  tiger  for  snuff,  I  know.  Do  you 
understand  ?" 

The  latter  nodded  like  a  mandarin,  and  obey- 
ed orders  like  the  rest,  only  Sir  Arthur  and  the 
sage  remaining  behind — the  one  in  a  syncope 
from  fright,  the  other  dimly  conscious  that  his 
dignity  had  been  shaken  out  of  him. 
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"  Sir,"  smiled  the  magician,  with  a  grand 
flourish,  and  a  look  of  pity  at  his  persecutor. 
"The  professors  of  mysticisms  have  been  martyrs 
from  all  time.  The  white  sheep  must  suffer 
tribulation.  The  crucible  in  which  their  gold  is 
to  be  purified  is  made  of  false  imprisonment  and 
sorrow.  Leave  alone  your  Rosicrucian  victim, 
wretch  !" 

Then,  satisfied  with  this  protest  and  Iris  posi- 
tion as  a  martyr,  he  floated  away,  perfectly 
pleased  with  himself,  waving  his  arms  to  left  and 
right  as  if  blessing  a  host  of  neophytes. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Patsey  had  been  considering. 
As  we  know,  he  was  a  person  of  resource,  and 
this  was  an  occasion  which  demanded  prompt 
action.  People  do  not  fall  down  dead  without 
a  cause.  If  no  plausible  reason  for  the  demise 
of  the  parson  was  forthcoming,  there  would  be 
a  carefal  examination  of  the  corpse,  which 
would  result  in  the  discovery  that  death  was 
due  to  a  blow.  Who  had  struck  that  blow? 
Mr.  Patsey  had  been  in  trouble  once  before, 
because  he  was  caught  in  the  act  of  kneeling 
on  a  patient ;  but  then  it  was  clearly  shown  to 
have  been  done  in  self-preservation.     If  an  at- 
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tendant  is  never  to  be  allowed  the  use  of  straps 
or  strait-waistcoats,  why  then  he  must  use  his 
fists  and  knees.  In  this  particular  case  the 
man,  who  was  powerful  and  raving,  had  dragged 
his  keeper  to  a  window,  with  the  intention  of 
tossing  him  out.  Letting  go  with  one  hand  in 
order  to  raise  the  sash,  the  attendant  had 
seized  his  opportunity,  had  tripped  him  up,  and 
jumped  with  all  his  weight  upon  his  stomach. 
It  was  pure  misadventure  and  self-preservation. 
The  man  died  of  his  injuries,  but  that  mattered 
little,  and  could  not  have  been  helped,  since  it 
is  evident  that  a  sane  keeper  is  worth  two  of 
a  mad  patient.  But  it  would  never  do  for  a 
second  case  to  occur.  Moreover,  the  parson 
was  a  weakly  person,  incapable  of  endangering 
a  keeper's  life.  Neither  would  it  do  to  tell  the 
truth,  for  there  would  be  a  terrible  uproar  if 
the  fact  were  made  public  that  the  insane  are 
set  to  watch  each  other.  What  was  to  be 
done  %  Something  must  be  done,  and  at  once, 
for  the  case  would  have  to  be  reported  before 
the  corpse  grew  cold.  The  ingenuity  of  the 
man  of  resource  did  not  desert  him  in  this 
strait.     He  got  up  from  where  he  sat,  plucked 
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some  laurel  leaves,  crushed  them  in  his  palm, 
and  stuffed  them  into  the  mouth  of  the  dead 
man.  This  done,  he  placed  his  finger  on  his 
enormous  nose,  and  jerked  a  thumb  over  his 
shoulder  in  the  direction  of  the  house.  Survev- 
ing  his  work  with  an  artist's  optic,  M  That's 
capital,"  he  grunted.  "  Now  you  had  best  be 
off,  while  I  go  to  report  a  haccident !"' 

"  Well — but   there'll  be   a  inquist,"  objected 
Xathaniel.     u  They'll  cut  'im  open." 

"  Pooh  !  There  won't  be  nuflin  of  the  sort. 
It'll  be  intimated  to  the  crowner,  and  the 
crowner'll  sit  on  it,  and  ask  the  guv'nors  what 
they  think,  and  they'll  say  what  they  think. 
and  then  I'll  be  questioned,  and  say  what  I 
think,  which'll  of  course  be  the  same  as  what 
the  guv'nors  think,  and  then  the  crowner'll  tell 
the  jury  what  he  thinks,  and  then  the  body'll 
be  popped  underground,  and  that's  all.  Po*f 
mortem,  indeed !  Pooh !  D'ye  suppose  old 
Pagani  hasn't  got  summat  better  to  do  than 
to  turn  people  inside  out  as  ain't  of  no  conse- 
quence ?" 

Truly  the   idea  was  capital,  admirably  bril- 
liant.    The   man  of  resource   had   scored   one, 
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and  in  a  difficult  emergency.  His  friend  per- 
ceived that  he  had  wronged  him.  He  could  be 
trusted  to  look  after  the  baronet.  There  need 
be  no  anxiety  on  that  score.  Mr.  Bodfish  was 
satisfied  with  the  result  of  his  visit,  as  he 
conned  its  details  on  his  return  to  Richmond. 
The  goddess  would  be  pleased,  and  the  watch- 
dog would  wag  his  tail.  But  while  he  did  her 
bidding  without  flinching,  he  wished  hazily 
that  it  could  have  been  different. 

So  urgent  a  summons  as  that  which  was 
brought  into  the  office  by  the  pale  and  breath- 
less Patsey  produced  just  such  an  effect  as  may 
be  observed  when  Reynard  pays  a  visit  to  the 
poultry.  Wanted  directly,  and  by  a  patient ! 
What  for?  He  must  wait  till  proper  times  and 
seasons.  Couldn't  wait?  Why  would  not  the 
attendant  speak  plainly  ?  What  was  the  matter 
— was  the  house  on  fire  ? 

Xo.  The  house  was  not  on  fire,  but  an  un- 
toward incident  had  occurred,  which  might 
prove  as  disastrous  to  the  establishment,  if  an 
account  of  it  were  to  get  into  the  papers.  "  One 
of  the  weariful  patients  had  bin  and  gone  and 
done  it.     That  dratted  wegetarian  parson  was 
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always  a  putting  people  out,  though  they  at- 
tended to  every  whim.  Now,  just  to  be  annoy- 
ing, he'd  been  and  pisoned  hisself,  and  was 
dead."  Thus  Patsey  the  rueful,  and  Dr.  John- 
stone, who  actually  was  down,  though  barely 
midday,  turned  and  rent  him  for  his  pains,  while 
Melvil  rushed  off  for  the  chief. 

What  a  good-for-nothing,  lazy,  idle,  over- 
eating set  of  scoundrels  were  these  attendants ! 
They  could  not  even  be  trusted  to  understand 
their  own  stupid  business,  which  merely  con- 
sisted in  keeping  their  eyes  and  ears  open,  and 
never  taking  a  nap,  and  seeing  that  a  parcel  of 
useless  persons  were  kept  out  of  mischief.  He 
was  further  proceeding  to  enlarge  upon  the 
peccadilloes  of  servants  in  general,  when  the 
repentant  keeper  hazarded  a  remark  between 
deprecatory  sobs  that  "  it  was  fort'nit  it  was 
one  as  nobody  cared  about."  Artful  Patsey. 
The  bullet  went  to  its  billet,  and  the  governor 
was  mollified.  It  was  certainly  very  fortunate 
that  the  accident  should  have  occurred  to  one 
concerning  whom  nobody  was  interested.  He 
was  not  a  first-class  patient,  even,  though  he 
had   mixed   with   the  first-class    patients  as  a 
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matter  of  convenience.  Undoubtedly  it  is  best 
to  look  on  the  sunny  side  of  things.  If  it  had 
been  that  gentleman  farmer's  son,  for  instance, 
concerning  whose  recovery  his  mother,  Mrs. 
Deas.  was  always  bothering,  there  would  have 
been  no  end  of  trouble  in  pacifying  her.  If 
anyone  on  the  upper  side  were  to  "pison  his- 
self,"  it  was  better  that  it  should  be  the  parson  ; 
and  so,  after  he  had  improved  the  occasion, 
which  it  would  not  have  been  human  to  resist, 
the  careless  attendant  was  duly  pardoned  by 
the  worshipful  second  governor. 

As  to  the  first,  he  was  too  much  surprised  to 
scold.  Dear,  dear !  What  could  have  induced 
the  foolish  fellow  to  commit  suicide?  And 
with  laurel  leaves,  too,  which  are  notoriously 
nasty  to  the  taste.  The  parson  never  showed 
any  symptoms  of  suicidal  mania  that  the  chief 
was  aware  of.  What  could  have  been  his 
reason?  He  who  always  was  so  joyous,  and 
so  fond  of  his  attendant !  How  many  visitors 
had  been  touched  by  his  fondness  for  his 
attendant !  At  this  point  Patsey  lifted  up  his 
voice  and  howled,  being  urged  thereto,  as  he 
declared,  by  a  remembrance  of  the  affection  of 
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his  charge,  which  he  straightway  proceeded  to 
exemplify  by  a  series  of  tender  reminiscences — 
artless  but  affecting. 

Dr.  Pagani  was  glib  with  theories  to  ac- 
count for  the  remarkable  occurrence.  A  de- 
liberate suicide  it  must  have  been,  he  asserted, 
for  the  leaves  were  crushed  and  broken  up,  the 
better  to  squeeze  out  the  poison — and  then,  on 
second  thoughts,  he  changed  his  opinion,  for 
Drs.  Johnstone  and  Winthrop  would  remember 
that  the  defunct  was  a  vegetarian,  with  peculiar 
views  as  to  plants.  Doubtless  he  was  possessed 
by  a  delusion  that  no  plants  are  poisonous,  and 
was  testing  the  truth  of  the  assertion  by  eating 
of  all  within  his  reach.  Drs.  Johnstone  and 
Winthrop  would  remember  that  Russians  will 
devour  fungi.  This  led  him  to  a  fanciful  dis- 
sertation upon  the  garden  of  Eden  before  the 
Fall.  When  Eve  perceived  that  she  was  naked, 
henbane  and  deadly  nightshade  rose  spontane- 
ously from  the  ground  to  cover  her — plants 
which  were  part  of  the  curse  of  Death,  where- 
with all  humanity  is  blasted.  This  was  poetic 
and  beautiful,  and  the  superintendent  was 
making  a  mental  note  to  introduce  the  idea  in 
VOL.  III.  F 
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his  next  chapter,  when  another  attendant  came 
running  up  who,  drawing  aside  the  second 
governor,  whispered  hurriedly  in  his  ear. 
The  effect  of  the  communication  was  electrical. 
This  morning  was,  to  all  appearance,  destined 
to  be  crowded  with  incident.  Quickly  he  issued 
his  orders,  and  the  messenger  sped  away,  and 
then  Dr.  Johnstone  informed  his  chief  that  the 
commissioners  were  actually  ringing  at  the 
gate,  and  promised  that  everything  should  be 
in  perfect  order  if  they  could  be  amused  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 

"  I  didn't  expect  'em  these  two  months,"  he 
grumbled,  "but  let  'em  come,  1  say,  as  often  as 
they  please.  Their  reports  are  satisfying  to 
the  public,  and  don't  hurt  us.  If  you  can  make 
'em  begin  at  the  other  end,  I'll  see  that  all  is 
made  shipshape  here." 

Melvil,  who  had  never  before  been  present  at 
a  commissioners'  visit,  was  amazed.  With  the 
rapidity  of  enchantment  foul  linen  melted  away, 
clean  anti-macassars  grew  on  chairs,  pots  of 
flowers  sprouted  on  tables — patients,  dejected 
no  more,  put  on  their  holiday  aspect,  well 
drilled  by  past  experience.     They  knew  that  it 
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was  worth  their  while.  The  cunning  mad  ones 
brushed  out  their  whiskers,  and  polished  their 
cheeks,  to  arrive  at  an  appearance  of  health 
such  as  should  back  up  their  petitions  for 
release ;  others  skulked  in  darkened  corridors, 
concealed  themselves  in  lavatories  until  they 
should  be  unearthed  to  answer  their  names  on 
a  roster.  By  the  time  the  carriage  had  tra- 
versed the  avenue,  every  attendant  was  in  his 
best  clothes.  Before  Pagani  received  the  new- 
comers in  his  library,  the  arrangements  of  his 
second  were  complete,  and  the  upper  side  was 
a  miracle  of  cjuietness. 

This  was  fortunate,  for  with  many  apolo- 
gies, gilded  with  light  jests,  Mr.  Joddrell  an- 
nounced his  intention  of  taking  the  upper  side 
first. 

"  Not  that  I  suppose  anything  is  as  it 
shouldn't  be,"  he  hastened  to  add.  "  Oh  !  dear, 
no,  of  course  not ;  but  I  am  a  trifle  interested 
for  the  sake  of  the  delightful  lady  who  gave  us 
such  a  good  dinner  the  other  day.  No  !  not  a 
glass  of  sherry  or  even  a  biscuit.  Pray  let  us  go 
straight  to  where  that  Richmond  baronet  is 
confined.     Ah  !  Dr.  Johnstone,  how  do  you  do, 
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sir  ?  Allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  my  new 
colleague — only  recently  been  elected  to  his 
arduous  post — fearfully  arduous  post,  as  he  will 
find.  After  you,  sir.  Perhaps  Dr.  Johnstone 
will  lead  the  way  ?" 

The  second  governor  bowed,  gave  a  key  to  a 
man  who  was  in  attendance,  and  loudly  com- 
manded him  to  open  the  little  green  side  door, 
because  through  it  lay  the  shortest  possible 
route  to  the  upper  side.  The  party  followed 
slowly,  stopped  at  every  few  yards  by  the 
superintendent,  who  was  bursting  with  projects 
of  enlargement. 

l<  Another  building,  in  this  direction,"  ex- 
plained Pagani,  with  a  wave  of  his  case-book, 
"  will  give  us  a  new  billiard-room,  which  is 
much  wanted  for  the  recreation  of  our  poor 
sufferers.  If  you  step  across  the  grass  just 
here  you'll  see  the  spot  better.  At  the  other 
end,  out  there,  I  propose  to  erect  a  new  laun- 
dry, if  the  idea  meets  with  your  approval. 
The  present  one  is  old-fashioned.  But,  since 
you  seem  in  so  very  great  a  hurry,  that  can 
stand  over  for  your  approval  till  next  time." 

"  Always  adding  and  improving,"  ejaculated 
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Joddr ell,  with  admiration,  "though  to  me  it's 
quite  perfect  as  it  is.  You're  a  wonderful  fellow, 
Pagani.  Is  not  he  a  wonderful  fellow?  You 
will  observe,"  he  continued  to  his  colleague, 
who  was  a  sleek  personage  of  middle  age  and 
clerical  aspect,  "  that  no  time  has  been  wasted. 
We  came  without  warning,  rang,  were  admitted, 
drove  to  the  door,  have  been  conversing  with 
this  distinguished  and  learned  expert  barely 
five  minutes.  No  time  for  any  deception.  You 
see  I  impress  this  upon  you,  perhaps  unduly, 
but  I  do  so  on  account  of  that  abominable  letter 
which  troubled  you  so  at  the  office.  Being  a 
fresh  hand,  that  was  to  be  expected,  but  you'll 
learn  by-and-by  not  to  fritter  away  your  sym- 
pathies. Of  course,  I  saw  through  it  at  a 
glance ;  was  warned  indeed  to  expect  some 
such  stab  in  the  dark — but  you  were  not ;  and 
I  am  most  anxious,  as  I  told  you,  for  the  sake 
of  the  delightful  lady,  that  her  character  should 
be  completely  cleared.  The  letter,''  he  explain- 
ed to  the  superintendent,  u  is  a  base  calumny 
both  on  her  and  you ;  hence  it  was  in  your 
interest,  as  well  as  hers,  that  I  begged  we  might 
see  the  poor  fellow  immediately."' 
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"Letter  !  what  does  it  say?" 
"  I  hardly  like  to  repeat  the  silly  calumnies, 
but  it's  as  well,  perhaps.     It   says  in  so  many 
words  that  you  and  a  party  of  others  have  joined 
together  to  commit  a  fraud — that,  for  the  sake 
of  the  £500  a  year  you  receive  for  keeping  him, 
you  hold  in  duress  a  sane  man,  who,  moreover, 
is  ill-treated  into  the  bargain.     I  don't  believe 
it  for  a  second,  mind !     How's  your  great  work 
getting     on?      By-the-by,    I've     got    another 
abstruse  question  for  you — a  nut  to  crack,  since 
you  like  those  things.     Which  is  made  first,  the 
eggshell  or  the  yolk?     If  the  shell,  how  did  the 
yolk  get  into  it,  and  if  the  yolk,  where  are  the 
joints  in   the  shell?     Hee — hee!      Learned  as 
you  are  you  can't  answer  that,  Fll  bet  a  crown." 
Chatting  inanely,    the  garrulous  commissioner 
followed  his  friend  through  the  side  door  which 
stood    open,   and     Melvil    followed,   devouring 
each  word,  his  heart  as  heavy  as  lead. 

So  Cloris  had  written,  he  thought,  in  spite  of 
his  efforts  at  dissuasion.  She,  the  weak  woman, 
whose  instinct,  born  of  love,  did  not  deceive 
her,  was  doing  all  that  her  puny  strength  could 
do :  while  he,  who  professed  himself  her  friend 
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and  boasted  of  being  an  honest  man,  was 
standing  with  hands  before  him,  doing  nothing 
— and  he  knew,  moreover,  that  what  she  only 
suspected  was  true. 

'-  A  lovely  garden,  quite  a  place  to  dream 
one's  life  away  in.  So  still  and  sweet  V  murmur- 
ed Mr.  Joddrell,  while  his  new  colleague  purred 
with  admiration.  "But  we  really  must  not 
dawdle.     Sir  Arthur  Dyson.     Is  he  up  yet  ?" 

It  was  so  very  unusual  for  the  commissioners 
to  occupy  themselves  with  any  special  patient, 
that  the  second  governor  was  not  half  pleased. 
It  was  an  evil  precedent  that  they  were  setting, 
which,  if  persisted  in,  might  lead  to  vexation 
of  spirit.  So  long  as  they  only  examined  the 
baths,  to  see  if  they  were  water-tight,  or  the 
larders,  to  see  it  they  were  full,  or  the  flour 
store,  to  see  if  it  was  overrun  with  mice,  it  was 
a  pleasurable  amusement  that  hurt  uo  one — 
but  actually  to  single  out  by  name  an  individual 
who  possibly  might  not  be  in  a  fit  condition  to 
be  examined,  was  a  deplorable  arrangement 
such  as  should  not  be  encouraged.  However, 
in  this  instance,  there  was  no  reason  why  the 
patient  should  not  be  seen,  so  with  a  glance  at 
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his  chief,  who  smiled  blandly  through  his 
glasses,  and  talked  about  a  new  recreation-room, 
and  even  a  theatre,  he  led  the  way  to  the 
principal  parlour,  where  a  group  of  persons  were 
seated,  with  four  or  five  keepers  walking  up 
and  down. 

"A  troublesome  patient,"  said  Johnstone, 
"only  too  glad  to  be  rid  of  him  if  you'd  like 
him  moved.  Needs  more  attendance  than  half 
a  dozen.  He  ought  to  be  in  this  room — gener- 
ally is  at  this  hour.  Where  is  Sir  Arthur  Dyson 
— is  he  up '?" 

One  of  the  attendants  replying  that  he  was  in 
the  dining-lobby  eating  his  lunch,  the  party 
walked  upstairs. 

"  Lunch !"  exclaimed  the  new  commissioner. 
"  Do  they  have  meals  at  irregular  hours  ?" 

fk  The  brain  needs  food,"  returned  Pagani, 
going  off  at  a  tangent,  and  warming  with  his 
subject.  "  Phosphorus,  you  know — hence  fish 
and  oysters.  A  man  whose  brain  is  affected 
should  be  well-fed — twice  as  well-fed  as  one 
who  is  well.  Dr.  Johnstone  here,  who  looks 
after  such  details,  is  very  particular  as  to  that. 
I  perfectly  agree  with  his  mode   of  treatment. 
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Stimulate  and  gratify  the  appetite,  I  say.  Coax 
Nature  to  rouse  herself  from  apathy.  Fish  boil- 
ed in  light  wine  is  best,  for  phosphorus  is  apt 
to  vanish  in  the  cooking — to  condense  itself, 
and  escape  as  volatile  vapour.  The  meals  here 
are,  as  you  will  see,  by  no  means  scanty,  but 
still  I  encourage  patients  to  eat  whensoever 
the  fancy  seizes  them." 

Both  visitors  nodded  approval,  for  the  princi- 
ple was  above  all  praise.  Melvil,  with  frowning 
face,  looked  at  his  superior,  to  see  whether  he 
wras  wilfully  lying.  But  no — he  was  himself 
deceived  in  this  as  in  other  things,  and  was  too 
much  engrossed  by  theories  of  diet  to  take  note 
of  Johnstone's  tactics.  That  worthy  was  making 
believe  that  this  was  the  first  morning  visit  of 
the  staff  to  the  upper  side,  and  gave  trifling 
orders  as  he  wrent,  about  carpets  being  beaten 
and  curtains  sent  to  be  washed. 

True  enough.  The  baronet  was  crouching 
beside  the  table  in  the  diniug-lobby,  with  Patsey 
on  duty  by  his  side.  With  his  head  sunk  upon 
his  breast,  and  plucking  fingers,  he  mumbled  to 
himself,  trembling  in  every  limb,  with  the  horror 
of  that  ever-present  corpse.    A  bumper  of  claret 


74  GEHENNA. 

stood  untasted,  also  a  plate  of  meat.  The 
attendant  was  imploring  him  to  eat,  but  Sir 
Arthur  only  shrank  the  more,  deaf  to  the  piping 
of  the  charmer. 

"  Cold  beef!"  exclaimed  Pagani,  in  a  tone  of 
pain,  removing  his  spectacles  to  wipe  them. 
"  Surely,  Johnstone,  surely,  surely — this  is  not 
as  it  should  be.  I  perceive  it  is  underdone,  and 
therefore  succulent  and  nourishing — very  satis- 
fying to  one  in  health,  but  chilly  and  repellant 
to  one  who  is  sick.  I  would  recommend — yes, 
certainly  I  should — a  little  arrowroot  with 
sherry  as  a  pleasing  lunch — or  an  egg  beaten 
in  milk  would  be  comforting.  The  principles 
of  milk  and  of  the  egg  are  the  same — they  are 
the  matrix,  as  it  were,  of  life,  for  they  are  con- 
stituted to  nourish  the  unborn — hence  they  are 
an  admirable  stimulant." 

Patsey,  who  was  looking  for  orders  in  the 
eyes  of  the  second  governor,  here  touched  his 
ginger  topping  and  spake. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  he  smirked,  "  the  gen'le- 
rnan  won't  eat  nothing  nohow.  I'm  worn  out 
with  beggin'  of  him." 

"  I  know  it,"  rejoined  Johnstone,  with  benign 
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appreciation  of  the  nurse's  merit.  "  Has  lie 
slept  well  ?  How  do  you  find  him  this 
morning  I" 

"  Slept  like  a  cherubim,  sir — but  precious 
queer.  All  of  a  wobble,  sir — jelly-like.  It's 
my  belief  he's  'ad  a  nightmare  !" 

u  He  appears  much  agitated,"  whispered  the 
new  commissioner.  "If  I  speak  to  him  will  he 
fly  at  me  !" 

"  Lor'  bless  yer,  no,  sir.  Not  when  I'm  by  !" 
returned  Patsey,  who  had  overheard,  and  who 
felt  a  fiendish  delight  in  making  the  hated 
Winthrop  a  party  to  the  comedy.  "  He's  fond 
of  me.  You're  fond  of  Patsey,  ain't  ye,  sir  ! 
These  here  kind  gents  are  the  commissioners, 
as  'ave  cum  to  see  yer,"  he  bawled,  as  if  the 
patient  were  deaf.  "  Would  you  like  to  have  a 
say?" 

At  mention  of  the  commissioners,  the  unfor- 
tunate baronet  started  and  raised  his  head, 
glaring  at  the  party  with  bloodshot  eyes. 
"Commissioners — yes — yes — yes  !"  he  muttered, 
clenchiug  his  teeth  and  contracting  his  brows 
in  a  wild  effort  to  collect  his  thoughts.  "  Com- 
missioners !"      But    the   gleam    of  light   which 
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hovered  palely  within  died  slowly  out,  and, 
forcing  a  word  or  two  with  soundless  lips,  he 
clasped  his  temples  in  his  grimy  hands.  Pluck- 
ing at  his  hair,  he  fell  forward  with  a  moan 
across  the  table,  and  remained  motionless. 

"  Is  it  a  fit  ?  How  dreadful !"  inquired  the 
new  commissioner,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  A  paroxysm  which  will  pass,"  returned 
Pagani,  dreamily.  "  Fish  instead  of  beef  might 
have  averted  this,  or  a  little  chocolate  at  bed- 
time. Yet,  after  all,  it  might  not,  for  it's  a 
hopeless  case.  Decidedly  he's  worse  than  ever, 
altogether  and  utterly  hopeless." 

<{  Quite  quiet  now,  sir,  to  what  he  is  some- 
times," suggested  the  adroit  Patsey,  thinking  of 
his  friend  Nathaniel.  "Awful  violent  at  night 
sometimes.  Has  to  be  watched  lest  he  should 
kill  himself." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  poor  gentle- 
man's insanity,"  declared  Mr.  Joddrell,  with  a 
triumphant  clearing  of  the  throat,  for  he  admir- 
ed Pagani's  erudition,  and  wished  well  to  the 
lady  of  the  Grove.  "  In  this  delightful  retreat, 
among  these  bosquets  and  green  alleys,  with 
the  water  flowing  by,  and  the  lovely  colour  of 
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the  Essex  marshes  beyond,  sure  a  patient  should 
have  every  chance  ?  But  no  human  means  can 
avail  for  those  who  are  stricken  by  God.  If  a 
man  may  not  be  cured,  he  may  be  tended  with 
care  and  sympathy  :  and  that's  all  that  can  be 
done  for  this  one,  I  reckon.  If  you  please,  we 
will  now  go  over  the  establishment." 

'•'I  am  not  so  sure  that  you  are  right,  sir," 
said  Melvil,  blushing  hotly,  and  driving  his 
nails  into  his  palms. 

His  chief  surveyed  him  with  mild  reproof,  as 
he  might  a  colt  that  was  too  frisky ;  while 
Johnstone  scowled  and  glowered.  But  TVin- 
throp  had  taken  his  courage  in  his  hands  and 
was  resolved  to  clear  his  conscience.  Too  long- 
had  he  wavered,  fearful  of  ruining  himself,  his 
prospects,  and  his  chance  of  happiness,  in  at- 
tempting to  do  that  which  he  felt  could  not  be 
done.  But  the  foregoing  scene  had  revolted 
him  beyond  bearing.  He  felt  himself  a  player 
in  an  ignoble  farce  with  Cloris  and  Mr.  Patter- 
son as  witnesses  of  his  degradation,  and  was 
stung  into  speaking  his  mind  regardless  of 
consequences. 

u  I'm    not   so    sure   that   you   are  right,"  he 


78  GEHENNA. 

repeated,  with  dry  lips.  "  Many  cases  have 
been  improved  by  change.  The  mere  move- 
ment has  a  beneficial  effect  sometimes.  If  Dr. 
Pagani  considers  it  a  hopeless  case,  why  not 
try  a  transfer?  I  know  that  in  intervals  of 
calm,  the  patient  anxiously  desires  it." 

The  new  commissioner  looked  perplexed,  and 
Mr.  Joddrell  shocked,  while  Patsey  dropped  his 
jaw  and  stood  open-mouthed.  What  an  un- 
seemly exhibition  of  conceit  !  Here  was  a 
fledgling,  flapping  wings  of  down,  delivering 
arrogant  opinions ;  while  his  betters,  grown 
hoary  in  harness,  confessed  themselves  baffled. 
The  lieutenant  had  had  many  years  of  intimate 
experience ;  the  superintendent  was  a  shining 
light,  to  whom  lesser  minds  looked  up  for  in- 
struction. But  the  latter  was  benign,  as  be- 
comes the  strong.'  He  was  not  angry,  only 
hurt. 

"Dr.  Winthrop  may  be  justified  in  holding 
such  positive  opinions,"  he  murmured,  humbly. 
"To  me  it  is  a  clear  case — like  many  more, 
hopelessly  incurable.  I  have  seen  dozens  of 
such.  But  if  the  commissioners  like  to  com- 
municate with  his  relatives,  and  order  his  re- 
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moval,  I  shall  be  relieved.  Perhaps  an  inde- 
pendent medical  examination  might " 

"Xo,  no,"  interposed  Joddrell,  warmly.  "I 
for  one  should  decline  any  such  course.  As  to 
his  insanity,  there  can  be  no  two  opinions,  and 
one  could  not  desire  a  sweeter  spot  than  this. 
When  a  man  is  as  well  off  as  possible,  the 
kindest  thing  to  do  is  to  leave  him  alone." 

The  new  commissioner  said,  "  Hear,  hear/' 
and  was  relieved;  Johnstone  gave  his  keys  a 
brisk  shake,  and  led  the  way  downstairs.  Pag- 
ani,  still  begging  to  be  relieved  of  an  onerous 
and  thankless  charge,  followed  with  the  visitors, 
who  frowned  at  the  impertinent  junior,  and 
declared  they  would  not  hear  of  it. 

As  the  footsteps  of  the  party  echoed  away 
into  the  distance  Mr.  Patsey  grinned  from  ear 
to  ear,  aud  taking  up  the  claret  glass  drained 
its  contents. 

"Young  Sawbones  is  dished.  Hooray!"  he 
said  to  himself,  as  he  wiped  his  mouth  on  his 
sleeve,  and  turned  his  attention  to  his  charge. 
4i  You've  been  ticked  off,  and  must  be  put 
away.  Much  good  you've  got  by  seeing  the 
commissioners!     Come  along,  you  puling  idiot, 
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do — you  useless  lump  of  lumber — for  1  mustn't 
miss  the  fun." 

So  saying  he  bundled  up  the  patient,  who 
was  still  prone  upon  his  face,  flung  him  on  his 
bed  in  the  little  chamber,  and  went  down  to  see 
what  was  passing. 

The  usual  routine  was  going  forward,  Jod- 
clrell,  of  course,  taking  the  initiative.  A  list 
being  placed  in  his  hand,  the  patients  were 
paraded  before  him  as  at  a  royal  levee,  and  he 
ticked  them  off  with  a  pencil,  as  they  answered 
to  their  names.  Some  merely  grinned,  and 
would  not  answer,  and  the  names  of  these  were 
shouted  out  by  the  attendant  who  looked  after 
them.  It  was  a  grave  and  solemn  piece  of 
bunkum  in  which  all  the  actors  pretended  to  be 
much  in  earnest ;  and  Melvil  was  astonished  to 
see  one  man  who  was  down  on  the  list  as 
Jones,  answer  without  hesitation  to  the  names 
of  Brown  and  Robinson.  Some  looked  dazed, 
as  though  unable  to  comprehend  the  ceremony  ; 
some  replied  glibly  to  questions  asked,  launch- 
ed forth  into  lengthy  disquisitions  about 
the  wicked  gaolers  of  the  Bastile  wherein 
they   languished.      Some   declared    that    they 
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had  never  been  happier  and  did  not  wish 
for  freedom.  Some  swore  they  were  beaten 
black  and  blue,  tweaked  with  pincers,  brand- 
ed with  irons,  racked  and  tortured  twice  a 
week.  To  these  Mr.  Joddrell  gravely  bowed, 
promising  to  look  into  their  cases  at  a  con- 
venient season.  Some  claimed  a  private  in- 
terview, and  were  given  five  minutes  of  at- 
tention, after  which,  if  they  spoke  sensibly, 
the  commissioners  inquired  of  the  chief  whe- 
ther he  thought  they  might  some  day  be 
discharged  ? 

Thereupon  Pagani  consulted  Johnstone,  who 
consulted  the  principal  attendant,  who  con- 
sulted some  one  under  him,  and  then  the  first- 
mentioned  wiped  his  glasses,  and  declined  to 
venture  an  opinion.  Meanwhile,  the  new  com- 
missioner was  also  busy  in  his  own  department. 
He  wandered  about  the  ward,  looked  under  the 
tables,  into  the  water-jugs  in  the  bed-rooms, 
made  every  inquiry  that  he  could  think  of, 
wrote  down  voluminous  notes,  such  as  would 
help  to  swell  a  report  into  picturesque  and 
ponderous  proportions,  and,  being  fully  satis- 
fied as  to  every  particular,  returned  jaded  and 
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exhausted  to  where  his  hard-worked  colleague 
was  awaiting  him. 

"  It's  a  terrible  scourge,"  quoth  the  oracular 
Joddrell,  mopping  his  brow. 

"  It  is,"  returned  Johnstone,  as  if  it  were  a 
new  remark,  while  they  moved  forward. 
"  That  one  upon  whom  you  were  kind  enough 
to  bestow  your  attention  last,  and  who  looks  so 
well,  is  in  his  best  phase.  Most  dangerous 
sometimes,  and  spiteful  if  thwarted." 

To  which  the  new  hand,  who  had  done  very 
well  so  far,  answered  as  one  who  prates  fool- 
ishly. 

"  So  are  most  of  us.  A  rough-edged  shirt- 
collar,  or  a  pinching  shoe,  may  have  a  very  bad 
effect  on  the  tempers  of  many  who  are  not  mad 
enough  to  inhabit  asylums." 

But  this  sally  was  in  the  worst  taste  as  being 
flippant  and  aggressive;  so  the  rash  speaker 
held  his  tongue,  and  retired  bashfully  behind 
the  portly  Joddrell,  who  was  cross  because  he 
wanted  his  lunch. 

No  doubt  it  was  very  awkward  about  those 
who  would  not  speak,  but  that  was  no  one's 
fault.     They  moped,  and  mowed,  and  slobbered, 
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and  indulged  in  repulsive  antics.  Johnstone 
apologised  for  their  bad  behaviour,  and  en- 
dorsed the  names  as  shouted  by  the  attendants 
with  a  nod,  remarking  that  it  was  necessary  to 
show  them,  however  hideous,  in  order  to  make 
it  clear  that  nobody  was  missing.  He  mur- 
mured a  running  commentary,  too — a  historical 
synopsis — for  as  the  commissioners  are  ex- 
pected to  visit  many  establishments,  and  pass 
thousands  of  units  in  review  during  the  course 
of  the  year,  it  stands  to  reason  that  except  in 
special  cases  they  must  be  unable  to  recognise 
patients. 

Of  course  the  cataleptic  automaton  was  duly 
trotted  out  to  be  admired,  and  the  magian  sage, 
and  also  another  diverting  specimen,  who  wore 
his  hair  clubbed  with  a  ribbon,  and  tied  up  his 
trousers  to  the  knee  under  the  impression  that 
he  was  George  III.  The  new-comer  was 
mightily  interested  with  the  spectacle,  declar- 
ing that  "  it  was  as  good  as  waxwork — more 
amusing  than  Madame  Tussaud,"  and  hazarded 
a  remark  which  wrung  a  grin  from  Patsey,  to 
the  effect  that,  just  as  convicts  all  look  alike,  so 
do  madmen. 

g2 
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u  Which  is  odd,"  he  concluded,  "  for  whereas 
convicts  wear  the  same-coloured  suit,  and  have 
their  heads  cropped  close,  the  attire  of  lunatics 
is  varied.  Yet  the  features  of  one  or  two  are 
remarkably  similar.  That  imbecile  there  in  a 
red  cap  is  as  like  as  two  peas  to  one  we  saw  in 
another  ward,  who  had  his  head  bound  up  in 
flannel." 

"  You  are  right,"  assented  Johnstone,  smil- 
ing. "It  is  a  strange  fact,  which  many  have 
observed,  and  which  shows  the  value  of  expres- 
sion. Many  have  similar  features,  but  different 
ways  of  wearing  them.  Hence,  when  the  mind 
goes,  so  does  the  peculiarity  of  expression,  and 
the  likeness  of  previously  dissimilar  individuals 
fills  the  spectator  with  bewilderment." 

"  A  very  remarkable  fact,  which  I  have  had 
occasion  often  to  observe,"  Mr.  Joddrell  hastened 
to  remark,  for  he  was  proud  of  airing  his  know- 
ledge for  the  benefit  of  his  meek  coadjutor. 
"I  think  we've  done  all  now,  thank  goodness. 
The  list  is  quite  correct ;  no  one  missing.  By- 
the-by,  I  don't  remember  having  seen  the  vege- 
tarian— a  most  peculiar  case,  which  my  friend 
here  would  have  been   glad  to  note — a  quaint 


A  MISADVENTURE.  85 

fellow,  who,  tranquil  in  a  general  way,  becomes 
frantic  if  clad  in  the  wool  of  beasts." 

•■  A  clergyman,  I  think  you  mean,"  returned 
the  lieutenant,  carelessly ;  his  chief  had  gone  on 
ahead  to  see  that  refreshments  were  prepared. 
"I  think  you  must  have  come  across  him.  Yes, 
see,  you've  marked  him  off  on  the  list.  Of 
course  you  did.  He  was  standing  in  the  angle 
of  a  staircase  in  his  usual  linen  suit.*' 

"  Oh  !  was  that  he  !  Grown  stouter  than  he 
was." 

"  That's  true.  What  a  memory  you  have  ! 
He's  been  quieter  of  late,  and  gained  flesh.  But 
Dr.  Pagani  will  be  waiting  for  you.  You  al- 
ways refuse  to  lunch,  I  know,  as  inconsistent 
with  your  official  position,  but  a  glass  of  light 
hock  will  do  no  harm,  I  daresay." 

The  hock  was  handed  round  and  sipped,  and 
Mr.  Joddrell  made  his  customary  oration  of 
praise,  while  the  horses  were  being  put  to  the 
carriage. 

"  When  it  is  my  turn  to  visit  Corbould 
House,"  he  said,  smacking  his  lips,  "I  am  al- 
ways certain  of  a  two-fold  pleasure.  First,  I 
see  an  esteemed  and  distinguished  friend,  and 
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learn   new  facts  about  insanity ;  second,  I  am 
enabled  to  return  to  the  circle  in  which  I  move, 
and  state  with  truth  that  I  have  just  visited  a 
model  establishment.     I  say  advisedly,  my  dear 
Pagani,  a  model  establishment,  although  it  is  a 
private   one.     People   talk   a   vast   amount   of 
nonsense  about  the  dangers  of  private  lunatic 
asylums.     Give   us,   they  say,    public    asylums 
under  the  public  eye,  and  in  the  hands  of  public 
officers,  who,  having  a  regularsalary,  will  have 
no  idea  but  cure.     Very  pretty,  my  dear  fellow, 
as  a  principle.     But  I  answer — look  at  Corbould 
House.     There  is   a  private  asylum   under  the 
charge  of  a  private  practitioner.     Can  anything 
be  more  perfect  that  his  arrangements,  better 
tended  than  his  patients  ?     Not  a  scratch  or  a 
black  eye  have  we  seen   this  day.     Everything 
in  perfect  order,  carried   on  in   perfect  silence. 
The  hand  of  the  master   is  to  be  seen   every- 
where— the  guiding  hand  of  the  honest,  upright 
man,  who  ardently  studies  his  profession — and 
is  indeed  a  true  Samaritan." 

This  little  speech,  which  was  made  four  times 
annually,  was  responded  to  in  becoming  terms 
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on  behalf  of  self  and  staff  by  the  erudite  super- 
intendent. 

"  There  are  people  who  would  like  to  sweep 
us  away/'  he  said,  "  because  we  make  profit  by 
our  patients.  We  do  so,  I  admit ;  but  that's 
not  a  good  reason  for  annihilating  us.  You 
might  as  well  argue  that  a  cashier  of  a  bank  must 
necessarily  rob  his  master  because  he  has  free 
access  to  the  till.  I  conscientiously  declare  that, 
if  I  deemed  a  patient  fit  to  be  set  free,  I  would 
say  so.  Dr.  Johnstone  will  tell  you  the  same — 
on  him  devolves  the  matter  of  visiting,  and  I 
have  every  confidence  in  his  opinion.  It  is  a 
difficult  question  as  to  when  lunatics  are  suffici- 
ently recovered  to  battle  and  buffet  with  the 
world." 

"  Xo  doubt,  but  you  can't  tell  till  you  try, 
can  you  ?"  hazarded  the  new  visitor,  who  felt 
called  upon  to  say  something. 

11  Perhaps  not/'  pursued  Pagani — "  though  ex- 
perience should  go  for  something.  If  you  say 
the  word,  I  will  write  at  once  to  the  friends  of 
anyone  you  may  point  out,  and  request  that 
that  person  be  removed.     The  friends   would 
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have  to  resume  the  responsibility  of  any  future 
accident.  I  have  known  many  cases  of  patients 
who  have  taken  the  opportunity  of  freedom — 
gained  by  a  cunning  ruse — to  buy  a  knife  to  cut 
their  throats.  Is  there  anyone  concerning  whom 
you  have  a  doubt  ?  Say  the  word  and  I  will 
write." 

The  quiet  dignity  of  the  superintendent  was 
not  without  its  effect.  His  audience  forgot  that 
it  was  his  interest  to  keep  his  patients — that 
one  removed  meant  three  hundred  pounds  a 
year  less  in  the  exchequer." 

"  Dear,  dear !  What  a  bother,"  exclaimed 
Joddrell,  "  You  are  hurt  at  the  interference  of 
your  junior,  and  I'm  not  surprised — a  jacka- 
napes— I'd  get  rid  of  him  if  I  were  you.  There's 
nothing  so  dangerous  as  a  young  man  with 
such  views.  When  a  man  of  your  eminence 
says  such  a  one  is  not  fit  to  be  set  free,  it  stands 
to  reason  that  no  sensible  person  would  be  so 
rash  as  to  go  against  your  verdict." 

"  But  I  may  be  mistaken  or  misunderstood," 
murmured  Pagani,  "and  improper  motives " 

"  Fudge !    good    day — and   thank  you  for  a 
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satisfactory  visit.     If  ever  I  go  mad  I  hope  I 
shall  be  sent  to  you." 

With  that  the  commissioners  departed,  pleas- 
ed with  themselves  and  everybody  in  general — 
and  both  the  chief  and  his  lieutenant  agreed  that 
the  cockatrice  must  be  removed  out  of  their 
midst. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  THIRD  GOVERNOR  DEPARTS. 

TX7HEN  Melvil  realised  that,  although  he  had 
"  "  summoned  courage  at  last  to  speak  on 
the  baronet's  behalf,  the  attempt  was  as  futile 
as  to  try  to  stop  a  train  with  a  straw,  he 
withdrew  in  despair  from  the  conclave.  Why. 
he  complained  after  the  manner  of  Hamlet,  is 
this  task  imposed  on  me  which  is  beyond  my 
powers  ?  It  was  nearly  a  week  since  the  party 
at  the  Grove,  when  he  had  so  doughtily  decided 
to  consult  Mr.  Patterson,  and  somehow  or  other 
the  proposed  interview  had  been  again  and 
again  postponed,  though  it  was  ever  uppermost 
in  his  mind.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  have  to 
break  to  a  man  that  his  wife  is  contemplating 
bigamy.  Yet  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  do 
so,  as  soon  as  his  valour  could  be  screwed  up  to 
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the  sticking  point.  When  the  truth  was  broken 
to  the  old  gentleman,  he  would  doubtless  shake 
off  his  trance  ;  would,  to  prevent  a  crime,  re- 
nounce the  false  sentiment  which  counselled 
abnegation  of  self  for  life,  to  secure  the  happi- 
ness of  her  he  loved.  His  listlessness  would 
turn  to  indignation  when  it  was  pointed  out 
how  little  she  cared  for  him. 

It  was  a  singular  coincidence,  Melvil  reflect- 
ed, that  Mrs.  Patterson  should  be  plotting  to 
destroy  the  very  man  of  all  others  on  the  globe 
whom  her  husband  had  taken  under  his  wing. 
Better  that  it  should  be  so — far  better, — for  his 
wrath  would  be  the  more  intense.  Yet  who 
might  foretell  how  he  would  take  it?  He 
appeared  to  labour  under  an  idea  that  he  owed 
reparation  to  one  who  was  young  and  beautiful 
for  having  tied  her  to  his  crumbling  age:  to  be 
convinced  that  he  owed  her  reparation  at  what- 
ever cost  to  himself.  How  far  would  he  be 
prepared  to  carry  so  romantic  a  principle?  To 
the  destruction  of  Sir  Arthur,  that  she  might 
espouse  his  brother  ?  Hardly.  And  yet — when 
people  become  possessed  by  infatuations,  it  is 
rash  to  prophecy  concerning  them. 
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But  supposing  that  he  should  resolve  to  claim 
his  wife  and  leave  his  retirement,  how  would  he 
set  about  it  ?  All  letters  that  he  might  write, 
save  such  as  were  addressed  to  the  commis- 
sioners, would  fall  into  her  hands  and  be  de- 
stroyed. Supposing  he  were  to  demand  an 
inquiry  into  his  case,  would  the  commis- 
sioners  ?     Melvil  groaned  in  spirit.     Did  he 

not  know  perfectly  well  that  they  would  pooh- 
pooh  the  matter.  The  fame  of  Pagani  as  an 
expert  and  an  authority  would  be  an  iEgis  to 
defend  him  from  inquiry,  and  would  cover  the 
case  of  Patterson  as  it  had  covered  that  of  the 
luckless  baronet.  As  he  meditated  upon  this, 
a  wave  of  humiliation  swept  over  Dr.  Winthrop. 
What  a  mess  he  had  made  of  it  all !  Both 
Pagani  and  Johnstone  would  of  course  be  furi- 
ous on  the  subject  of  his  escapade,  and  what 
counterbalancing  advantage  had  he  gained  in 
exchange  for  their  ill-will?  None — worse  than 
none.  He  had  blundered  in  a  disgraceful  fash- 
ion. He  said  his  peccavi  in  sackcloth  and  ashes, 
considering  how  the  error  might  be  remedied  ; 
but  he  failed  to  realize  the  extent  of  his 
mistake   till — the    commissioners    being    gone 
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— he   was    summoned   to    the   awful    presence. 

Johnstone  was  staring  out  of  window,  drum- 
ming on  the  glass  with  his  fingers ;  the  chief 
was  standing  on  the  hearthrug  with  a  placid 
expression  of  countenance,  which  his  speech 
belied  ;  for  he  observed,  with  quiet  emphasis,  so 
soon  as  the  culprit  showed  himself, 

"Dr.  Winthrop,  you  came  here  on  trial. 
That  was  quite  understood,  I  think  ?  Yes  ? 
Perhaps  you  would  not  mind  leaving  this 
evening,  then,  for  you  don't,  suit." 

Johnstone,  from  the  window,  snorted  like  a 
war-horse,  and  the  jubilant  fanfare  pained  the 
kindly  chief,  who  objected  to  the  principle  of 
jumping  on  a  prostrate  foe.  To  soften  the 
verdict,  therefore,  he  added,  cheerfully, 

"Quarrelling  is  to  be  deprecated.  If  people 
don't  get  on,  the  sooner  they  part  company  the 
better,  I  always  think.  I'm  sure  you'd  prefer  to 
leave  this  evening.     If  I  were  you,  I  should." 

Now  Mr.  Melvil,  if  destined  for  the  lowly 
path,  was  as  proud  in  his  wray  as  Cloris ;  and  he 
was  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  intrude 
where  he  wras  not  wanted.  So  he  bowed  stiffly, 
and  intimated  that  to  stay  half  an  hour  longer 
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would  give  him  poignant  sorrow  ;  but  as,  with 
angry  spirit  chafed  by  loss  of  self-esteem,  he 
sought  his  chamber  to  pack  up  his  few  posses- 
sions, it  struck  him  with  dismay  that  the  oppor- 
tunity, of  which  he  had  neglected  to  avail  him- 
self, was  gone.  How  was  he  to  commune  with 
Mr.  Patterson  after  his  ignominious  expulsion  ? 
After  so  abrupt  and  unceremonious  a  dismissal, 
it  would  never  do  to  be  seen  prowling  in  the 
wards.  And,  even  if  guilty  of  so  gross  a  breach 
of  etiquette,  nothing  satisfactory  could  come  of 
it ;  for,  as  -he  leaned  pensively  against  the  lat- 
tice, he  perceived  the  second  in  command  mak- 
ing for  the  upper  side,  and  he  knew  by  that  jo- 
cund snort  that  number  two  was  delighted  at 
his  discomfiture.  The  hostile  Johnstone  would 
watch  his  movements  with  the  intention  of 
inflicting  a  second  defeat,  if  he  dared  to  show  his 
nose  within  the  lists.  Moreover,  by  a  haughty 
and  independent  impulse,  number  three  had 
taken  out  his  keys  and  laid  them  on  the  table, 
before  stalking  from  the  presence,  so  that  he 
could  not  reach  any  of  the  patients  without 
applying  to  somebody  for  a  key.  News  flies 
swiftly  in  a  small  commonwealth,  the  more  so 
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-when  it  concerns  the  overthrow  of  one  high  in 
office.  Johnstone  would  mention  that  number 
three  was  dismissed,  and  every  attendant  who 
had  been  hauled  over  the  coals  by  the  latter 
would  jump  for  joy.  So  the  borrowing  of  a  key 
was  impracticable ;  besides,  so  humiliating  a 
procedure  was  entirely  out  of  the  question.  A 
prudent  individual,  especially  if  he  chances  to 
be  the  weaker  vessel,  bides  his  time.  By  one 
rash  speech,  the  young  doctor  had  deprived 
both  the  baronet  and  his  ally  of  the  only  friend 
who  could  act  as  a  means  of  communication 
between  them  and  the  outer  world. 

The  situation  was  as  bad  now  as  when,  two 
years  ago,  he  applied  to  see  the  patient  for 
whom  he  signed,  and  was  refused — worse,  if 
possible,  because  then  he  was  a  casual  stranger, 
whereas  now  he  was  a  known  and  acknow- 
ledged enemy,  If  he  had  had  the  wit  to  hold 
his  place,  he  might  in  time  have  so  arranged 
matters  as  to  assume  the  charge  of  the  whole 
upper  side — for  Johnstone  was  incorrigibly  idle, 
and  the  experiment  for  which  Mr.  Patterson  was 
anxious  might  at  least  have  been  tried. 

Melvil  burned  now  for  one  hour  in  the  upper 
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side,  that  portion  of  the    establishment  which 
for  a  week  he  had  shunned,  and  its  doors  were 
closed  to  him  for  ever.     What  was  to  be  done  ? 
For  the  baronet,  nothing,  since  careful    treat- 
ment, daily  and  hourly,  was  what  his  case  re- 
quired.    Would  it  be  well  to  call  on  Mr.  Dyson, 
and  warn  him  of  what  was  doing  ?     But  little 
seemed  likely  to  come  of  that,  since  Mr.  Dyson 
was  so  apathetic  as  to  have  permitted  another 
to  sign  the  order  for  him.     He  was  under  the 
spell  of  the  enchantress  too.     She  was  doing 
with  him  as  she  chose.     The  only  person  who 
could  fight  her  with  a  chance  of  victory  was 
Mr.  Patterson,  and  he  was  in  ignorance  of  her 
misdeeds.     Suddenly  an  idea  struck  the  young 
doctor — a  happy  one — the  only  way  out  of  the 
labyrinth.     It  was   rather  a   muddy  way,  but 
having  lost  the  high-road  we  must  make  the 
best  of  the   first  path  that  offers.     The  whole 
body  of  attendants,  as  Dr.  Winthrop  knew  too 
well,  were  an  ill-paid,  venial  crew.     They  were 
men,  for  the  most  part,  whose  characters  were 
blasted — who,  for  the  sake  of  keeping  a  dusky 
soul  in  a  feckless  carcase,  were  ready  for  any 
job.     Ex-policemen,  footmen  who  cannot  pro- 
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cure  a  place,  must  not  be  particular.  An  ar- 
rangement must  be  come  to  -with  one  of  the 
attendants  whereby  letters  might  pass  in  and 
out.  The  gentleman  with  the  large  nose  and 
the  ginger  topping,  who  was  on  duty  in  the 
upper  side,  was  just  the  man  for  the  business. 
By  his  agency,  Mr.  Patterson  should  learn  the 
truth,  and  be  implored  to  shake  off  his  listless- 
ness. 

MelvR,  having  packed  his  things,  descended 
to  the  door  and  waited.  It  was  nearly  tea- 
time.  Men  were  going  to  and  fro,  fetching 
victuals  from  the  bakehouse  and  kitchen,  carry- 
ing milk  to  their  several  wards.  There  was  no 
harm  in  walking  under  the  colonnade,  which 
gave  on  the  kitchens  and  store-rooms.  He 
might  be  supposed  to  be  waiting  for  a  cab. 
He  strolled  accordingly  in  the  open  passage, 
apparently  deep  in  thought,  till  one  appeared 
for  his  rations,  who  was  no  other  than  Mr. 
Patsey.  Of  course,  Mr.  Patsey  was  aware  that 
the  third  governor  had  got  the  sack,  and  he 
was  not  given  to  be  generous  to  the  fallen. 
With  an  impudent  leer  he  passed  by,  and  was 
no  little  dumbfoundered  when,  in  dulcet  tones, 
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he  who  was  wont  to  be  so  stem  requested  a 
moment's  converse.  What  could  that  hoighty- 
toighty  third  governor,  who  was  always  finding 
fault,  want  with  him  ?  He  was  not  long  kept 
in  suspense. 

"  Patsey,"  Melvil  said,  "  I  am  going  away  at 
once,  but  I  should  like  a  cup  of  tea  before  I 
go.  Will  you  kindly  bring  it  to  my  room  ? 
You  may  hear  of  something  to  your  advantage/' 

Patsey  knew  the  tea  to  be  an  excuse,  but  he 
went  and  fetched  it,  since  his  advantages  had 
been  so  shy  in  this  life  that  it  was  a  new  sensa- 
tion to  be  introduced  to  them. 

"Half  a  sovereign  for  each  note?"  mused  the 
attendant,  when  the  two  were  closeted  together. 
"  I  shouldn't  mind  if  I  was  certain  you  wouldn't 
get  me  into  trouble.     Let  me  think  a  bit." 

"  I  have  reasons  of  my  own,"  explained  Melvil, 
"  for  desiring  to  open  a  means  of  communication 
between  myself  and  a  patient  in  your  ward — 
two  patients,  maybe.  I  am  much  interested  in 
the  case  of  Sir  Arthur  Dyson.  You  see  that  I 
am  straightforward  with  you." 

"Sir  Arthur  Dyson — whew!"  ejaculated  Pat- 
sey, internally.     "  What  was   up   now !     That 
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was  the  baronight  as  was  to  have  relapses. 
Was  the  third  guv'nor  of  the  same  mind,  or 
was  it  t'other  way  on  ?"  Perhaps  he  wished  to 
save  him.  Were  number  three  and  Mr.  Bod- 
fish  moving  in  the  same  direction,  or  were  they 
antagonists,  who  had  both  chosen  Mr.  Patsey 
for  a  confederate  %  If  their  end  was  the  same, 
there  could  be  no  harm  in  being  paid  by  both. 
If  they  were  antagonistic,  information  might 
perchance  be  gleaned  of  such  value  as  to  win 
Mr.  Bodfish's  gratitude,  and  also  the  guineas  of 
his  employer.  Anyway,  it  would  be  advisable 
to  keep  both  strings  well  in  hand,  with  an  in- 
tention, if  they  were  enemies,  to  take  service 
in  the  camp  of  him  who  showed  signs  of  be- 
coming the  conqueror.  Therefore  Mr.  Patsey 
coquetted  with  Melvil's  proposals,  in  hopes  of 
discovering  what  he  aimed  at. 

;;  Come,  come,  don't  throw  away  your 
chances/'  Dr.  Winthrop  urged,  gently.  "  I 
can  see  through  you,  my  friend,  so  don't  pre- 
tend to  be  a  model  of  virtue.  Why  do  yon 
suppose  I  was  so  hard  on  you !  Because  I 
guessed  that  you  were  a  thorough  blackguard, 
who'd  traffic  with  the  bones  of  his  grandmother, 
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Therefore,  it  was  my  duty  to  keep  you  in  order, 
or  try  to  do  so.  But  now  it's  all  altered.  I 
have  been  turned  out ;  my  responsibility  is 
gone,  and  I  owe  the  place  a  grudge.  Suppos- 
ing you  were  suddenly  expelled,  how  would 
you  feel  ?  Wouldn't  you  like  to  be  revenged  ? 
Of  course  you  would.  All  I  want  now  is  to 
be  able  to  communicate  with  Mr.  Patterson, 
whom  you  know  very  well  to  be  no  more  mad 
than  I,  and  who  is  interested  in  Sir  Arthur 
Dyson.  What  may  happen  later  I  can't  tell.  I 
may  try  to  get  the  baronet  moved.  Anyway, 
I'll  give  you  my  word  that  you  shall  be  well 
paid,  whatever  happens,  and  that  nothing 
serious  shall  be  attempted  without  your  con- 
currence. Is  it  a  bargain  ?  Say  yes,  and  be 
quick  about  it — for  you've  got  your  work  to 
attend  to,  and  mustn't  stand  gossiping  here." 

It  seemed  that  this  time  the  young  doctor 
had  made  no  mistake.  When  he  was  dubbed  a 
blackguard  the  attendant  laughed.  Why  deny 
facts?  In  considering  his  past  life,  which  he 
did  now  and  then,  he  never  regretted  the 
offences  of  which  a  jury  had  found  him  guilty. 
He  only  felt    a    passing   mortification   in    that 
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they  had  been  discovered,  and  registered  solemn 
vows  to  be  more  careful  in  future.  In  so  far, 
Melvil  appraised  him  rightly. 

The  young  doctor  was  satisfied  that  he  had 
done  an  excellent  piece  of  business,  such  as 
would  go  far  to  retrieve  the  former  blunder — 
and  would  have  been  mightily  shocked  if  he 
could  have  read  the  attendant's  thoughts.  As 
the  latter  went  to  tell  the  gate  porter  to  fetch  a 
cab,  he  examined  the  position  in  which  he  stood. 
The  world  would  be  re-opened  to  him  in  four 
months'  time,  and  then  he  would  give  up  an 
employment  that  harassed  him.  He  would 
seek  out  old  pals,  and  start  the  old  game  again, 
guided  by  hard-bought  experience.  To  this  end 
it  would  be  well  to  have  his  pockets  lined,  which 
could  not  be  the  case  if  he  had  nothing  but  his 
wretched  wages.  So  far  so  good.  Every  little 
helps,  a  sovereign  here  and  a  sovereign  there 
are  not  to  be  despised.  Xathaniel  Bodfish  was 
a  friend  whom  it  was  well  (by  virtue  of  his 
privileged  position)  to  conciliate,  for  he  could 
be  made  useful  in  the  future.  It  might  be  of 
the  gravest  importance  to  him  to  be  informed 
of  what    others  were   plotting.     Hence  it  was 
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quite  upon  the  cards  that,  if  the  game  were 
played  skilfully,  the  ingenious  Patsey  might  be 
remunerated  by  both  parties  on  account  of  the 
same  scrap  of  note-paper.  Before  handing  it 
to  the  person  addressed  he  would  let  Nathaniel 
have  a  glance  at  the  document,  and  if  it  should 
happen  to  throw  light  on  a  covert  scheme,  and 
be  worth  the  while  of  Nathaniel  aforesaid  to 
purchase  it,  it  should  miscarry  on  the  road,  and 
a  verbal  answer  could  be  returned  such  as  it 
might  suit  the  purchaser  to  suggest.  As  for 
doing  the  baronet  a  bad  turn,  it  would  gratify 
the  attendant  rather  than  not,  for  he  nourished 
a  spite  against  him  by  reason  of  his  aggravat- 
ing delusions.  So  he;  Patsey,  was  to  be  post- 
man, was  he  ?  There  was  no  objection  to  that. 
On  second  thoughts,  the  answers  of  Mr.  Patter- 
son should  be  transmitted  in  writing,  for  it  was 
little  likely  that  his  autograph  would  be  known 
to  number  three,  and  so,  for  safety's  sake,  he 
would  make  a  practice  of  copying  in  the 
missives,  lest  it  should  be  convenient  sometimes 
to  alter  the  sense  they  contained. 

This  was  the  upshot  of  the  attendant's  cogi- 
tations, as  he  laid  the  cloth  in  his  ward,  and 
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summoned  the  beasts  to  their  food  ;  and  Melvil 
left  Corbould  House  behind  with  mind  relieved, 
for  he  would  no  longer  be  called  upon  tacitly 
to  consent  to  things  at  which  his  gorge  rose, 
and  deemed  himself  sure  of  an  ally  within  the 
walls  whose  interest  it  was  to  be  faithful. 

He  considered  it  expedient  to  report  what 
had  happened  to  Cloris,  and  received  from  her  a 
melancholy  reply.  "  She  had  done  the  little 
thing  that  she  could,"  she  wrote,  "  to  expose  the 
adventuress  who  had  for  an  instant  dropped 
the  mask.  She  had  stated  her  deliberate  belief 
in  writing  that  for  certain  reasons  which  were 
but  too  evident  there  was  a  conspiracy  against 
Sir  Arthur  Dyson.  She  had  begged  for  a  fresh 
examination  by  independent  doctors  of  repute ; 
had  requested  to  be  told  why  a  man  with  a 
large  fortune  was  not  made  a  Chancery  patient. 
All  that  was  required  was  an  inquisition  in  order 
that  the  case  should  be  placed  on  a  proper  foot- 
ing. Was  that  too  much  for  one  to  ask  who 
was  a  friend,  if  not  a  blood  relation?"  This 
letter  was  directed  to  the  Chancery  authorities, 
and  in  due  course  she  received  an  answer. 

The  Chancery  authorities  regretted  that  they 
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could  not  move  in  the  matter.  The  patient  in 
question  might  or  might  not  be  a  rich  man. 
How  rich  or  how  poor  they  had  no  means  of 
ascertaining.  His  property,  they  were  led  to 
believe,  consisted  of  a  share  in  a  newspaper ; 
what  its  circulation  might  be  they  could  not 
tell.  The  nearest  of  kin  to  the  patient  afore- 
said were  persons  of  high  standing  and  un- 
blemished name ;  and  he  had  been  consigned  to 
the  personal  care  of  one  of  the  most  respected 
practitioners  in  his  peculiar  branch  of  medicine. 
The  authorities  could  not  recognise  the  right  of 
a  third  person,  in  no  way  connected  with  the 
patient,  to  interfere  in  the  method  of  his  treat- 
ment. The  fact  of  his  condition  was  painful 
enough  to  his  relatives,  without  extra  trouble 
being  imposed  on  them  by  strangers,  for  how- 
ever excellent  a  motive.  They  were  perfectly 
satisfied  with  his  well-being ;  as  were  also  the 
Commissioners  in  Lunacy,  who,  vigilant  always, 
had  strained  a  point  to  make  a  personal  ex- 
amination. Certificates  and  case-books  were 
found  to  be  in  perfect  order,  and  they  had 
appended  to  their  report  a  memorandum  that 
the  patient  was  hopelessly  insane.     They  had 
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the  honour  to  remain.  &c.  Nothing  was  gained, 
therefore,  by  the  move,  except  a  new  rivet  in 
the  bonds  of  the  prisoner. 

The  affair  had  been  handed  over  with  official 
courtesy  by  one  set  of  clerks  to  the  other. 
Voluminous  minutes  had  been  made  in  ledgers. 
It  was  noted  that  a  meddling  stranger  had  de- 
manded an  inquisition,  and  had  been  snubbed. 
Commissioners  had  made  a  solemn  journey,  and 
had  issued  a  solemn  report.  There  could  be  no 
doubt  of  the  madness  of  the  individual  concern- 
ed, no  doubt  whatever.  He  was  in  the  best  of 
hands — a  denizen  of  a  charming  retreat.  His 
bodily  condition  was  satisfactory  in  the  extreme 
— his  mental  state  was  the  reverse.  They,  the 
commissioners,  were  annoyed  and  indignant 
that  they  should  have  been  sent  on  a  fool's 
errand,  considering  how  much  work  they  had  to 
do.  If  the  clamour  of  every  foolish  and  ma- 
licious person  was  to  result  in  a  special  visit,  it 
would  be  necessary  to  increase  the  number  of 
officers  employed,  and  to  raise  the  salaries  of 
all.  The  third  annual  visit  to  Corbould  House 
had  been  paid  much  earlier  than  usual.  Every- 
thing was  in   admirable  order.     The  superin- 
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tendent,  in  a  most  generous  spirit  which 
deserved  full  recognition,  was  preparing  plans 
for  a  new  laundry.  His  establishment  was 
already  one  of  the  finest  in  England.  He  was 
doing  bis  best  to  make  it  perfect,  and  so  on  and 
so  forth  through  four  sheets  of  laudatory  fools- 
cap. The  end  of  which  was,  as  Melvil  foresaw 
with  a  sigh,  that  all  hope  of  interference  on  the 
part  of  the  authorities  was  gone ;  for  one  pair 
of  commissioners  could  not  be  expected  to  re- 
verse their  own  verdict  deliberately  expressed, 
while  a  second  pair  were  too  well  versed  in  the 
usages  of  polite  society  to  stultify  a  couple  of 
their  confreres. 

Thus  Cloris  suspected,  and  Melvil  knew, 
that  the  unhappy  gentleman  who  was  cursed 
with  £30,000  a  year  was  doomed  on  that  ac- 
count to  imprisonment  for  life.  Authority  was 
too  obese  and  ponderous,  and  too  well  muffled 
in  swathings  of  red  tape,  to  stir  a  bulky  finger. 
The  relations  of  the  baronet  were  content  to  let 
things  take  their  course;  James,  because  he 
chose  to  close  his  eyes,  Barnaby,  because  he 
objected  to  being  worried.  The  only  apparent 
way  of  saving  Sir  Arthur  was  by  working  on 
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Mr.  Patterson.  So  to  him  a  letter  was  indited. 
Melvil  wrote  it  and  showed  it  to  Miss  Galbraith. 
who  approved.  She  leaned,  indeed,  upon  his 
shoulder  as  he  wrote,  oblivious  of  the  fluttering 
heart  close  by — oblivious  of  all,  indeed,  except 
the  chances  of  rescuing  her  beloved.  The  pangs 
which  this  conduct  occasioned  were  so  poignant 
that  Melvil  wakened  from  his  dream  of  bliss. 
and  moodily  relapsed  into  the  position  of 
brother.  What  is  the  use  of  fanning  a  flame 
for  the  behoof  of  one  who  systematically  turns 
on  the  water  tap  1  In  his  anguish  he  then  and 
there  tore  the  dear  image  from  his  heart,  as 
he  had  formerly  destroyed  the  photograph.  He 
would  do  what  was  right  by  Cloris,  who  had 
called  him  her  preux  chevalier.  He  would 
rescue  her  lover  if  he  could,  and  then  depart  for 
ever — as  far  from  her  as  possible,  away  to  the 
other  hemisphere.  He  could  make  the  sacrifice. 
He  knew  that  now,  and  thanked  God  for  it ; 
but  to  drag  on  a  wretched  existence  in  the 
presence  of  happiness  built  up  by  himself,  was 
more  than  he  felt  called  on  to  endure.  For  he 
was  quite  certain  now  that,  if  the  baronet  were 
to   recover,  Miss    Galbraith  would  accept  him. 
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Heroics  are  al]  very  fine  for  a  while,  but  are 
tedious  for  a  lifetime.  The  three  were  destined 
to  pose  in  a  magnificent  apotheosis  of  self- 
sacrifice.  First  the  lady  had  withdrawn  from 
her  lover's  arms ;  now  he  having  shown,  by 
going  mad,  how  intense  and  true  wras  his  affec- 
tion, would  choose  betwixt  love  and  fortune 
the  purer  part,  while  the  other  adorer  would 
stand  in  the  middle,  and  help  to  tie  the  knot, 
and  having  cried  "  Bless  you,  my  children/' 
would  vanish.  They  would  make  a  vastly 
pretty  tableau ;  but  much  remained  to  be  done 
ere  it  could  be  realized.  The  next  step  was  to 
commence  a  counter-plot,  wherewithal  to  under- 
mine the  plotter,  and  the  only  way  of  doing  this 
was  by  unearthing  Mr.  Patterson. 

Melvil.  as  we  have  said,  wrote  a  long  letter 
to  that  gentleman,  wherein  he  clearly  exposed 
his  views  of  the  villainous  proceedings  of  the 
conspirators.  Unless  the  wicked  Creole  were 
shown  at  once  in  her  true  colours,  she  would  be 
led  to  the  hymeneal  altar,  and  after  that  her 
second  husband,  for  his  own  sake,  would  do 
anything  to  avoid  a  scandal.  It  was  not  sup- 
posed that  Mr.  Dyson  was  so  infatuated  as  to 
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rush  into  bigamy  with  open  eyes ;  but,  having 
beeu  cajoled  into  the  act,  he  would  be  driven  to 
accept  the  result.  Once  married,  it  would  be 
his  interest,  as  well  as  that  of  his  wife,  to  close 
talking  mouths,  and  desperate  men  are  com- 
pelled to  make  use  of  desperate  expedients. 
Would  Mr.  Patterson  come  forward  ?  If  so,  it 
must  be  done  without  delay;  he  would,  there- 
fore, be  kind  enough  to  think  the  matter  over 
in  all  its  bearings,  and  answer  within  a  week. 
No  time  was  to  be  lost,  since  the  difficulty  of 
procuring  his  release  would  probably  be  very 
great.  Officials  move  slowly.  They  would 
have  to  be  appealed  to — but  if  they  declined 
(as  was  probable)  to  interfere — why,  then  the 
bull  must  be  taken  by  the  horns,  and  some 
violent  method  resorted  to. 

This  letter,  signed  and  sealed,  was  despatch- 
ed to  Corbould  House,  under  cover  to  Mr.  Pat- 
sey,  and.  having  posted  it  with  his  own  hands, 
the  writer  composed  himself  to  wait. 


no 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  BULL  BY   THE   HORNS. 

MRS.  PATTERSON  was  clad  sumptuously 
■"-*-  in  old  gold  satin  trimmed  with  Parma 
violets  and  ancient  lace,  a  very  astounding  and 
becoming  garment,  which  brought  out  by  har- 
mony of  analogy  the  warm  tints  of  her  olive 
skin,  and  by  harmony  of  contrast  the  raven 
tones  of  her  raven  hair  and  the  lustreless  depths 
of  her  black  eyes.  She  had  passed  the  after- 
noon with  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Fitz- 
Hoodlum  in  Portland  Place,  and  was  driving 
back  to  the  cottage  in  a  neat  brougham,  weary 
and  somewhat  cross.  It  is  distressing  to  have 
to  admit  that  our  heroine  can  be  cross,  there- 
fore I  hasten  to  declare  that  she  had  ample 
reason  for  ill-temper.  Things  that  but  now 
seemed  gliding  straight  and  smooth,  were  going 
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as  crooked  as  could  be.  For  some  little  time 
past.  Brunhilde  bad  felt  a  misgiving  tbat  the 
rapids  were  near  at  band,  and  postponed  as 
long  as  possible  tbe  fatal  moment  when  it 
would  be  necessary  to  determine  whether  to 
endure  like  a  stoic  or  bave  a  final  tussle  for 
life.  Few  fatalists  bave  tbe  courage,  wben 
their  time  comes,  to  allow  tbemselves  to  be 
drowned  witbout  an  effort.  Like  General  Bom- 
bastes  of  bappy  memory  tbey  say,  "Many  a 
man  for  women  false  sball  die,  and  so,  and  so, 
and  so,  and  so — won't  I,"  walking  away  swiftly 
from  tbe  noose  and  tree,  determined  to  live  as 
long  as  possible. 

Tbe  Creole  knew  berself  to  be  a  more  than 
ordinarily  complex  piece  of  female  mecbanism, 
and  was  unable  to  decide,  as  sbe  tbougbt  tbe 
matter  over,  wbicb  of  tbe  two  dominant  pbases 
of  her  character  bad  led  to  heaviest  disaster. 
"When  she  gave  way  to  fervid  impulse  she 
usually  repented  it,  and,  when  she  permitted 
things  to  glide  as  tbey  listed,  tbe  result  was 
scarcely  better.  If  the  end  must  be  shipwreck, 
what  was  the  use  of  struggling  ?  If  a  thing  is 
inevitable,  it  is  better  not  to  waste  one's  tissue 
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by  striving  against  it,  yet  what  philosophy 
does  it  not  require  to  subside  peacefully  into 
the  waves  without  a  single  convulsive  effort. 

We  have  seen  how  Mrs.  Patterson  took  the 
tiller  in  her  hand  and  strove  to  steer,  and  were 
liberal  in  our  applause  when  the  trim  craft 
danced  buoyantly  over  the  sea.  Shall  she  not 
have  all  our  sympathy  if  the  pursuers  overtake 
and  stave  in  the  timbers  of  the  shallop  ?  When 
she  arrayed  herself  in  gorgeous  garments  on  a 
certain  afternoon  in  early  summer,  she  saw  no 
danger,  at  least  nothing  that  could  not  be 
easily  averted ;  but  peril  lurked  hard  by,  which 
to  meet  triumphantly  would  tax  all  her  ener- 
gies. She  was  going  to  take  tea  with  the 
Dowager  Countess  of  Fitz-Hoodlum  and  the 
Bishop  of  Jericho,  and  was  always  anxious  to 
please  her  kind  old  friend.  Now  it  is  sad  to 
have  to  relate  that  the  Fitz-Hoodlum  daughters 
were  more  neglectful  than  ever  of  their  mamma. 
When  they  were  in  the  house,  which  was  as 
seldom  as  possible,  they  lay  in  bed  and  yawned. 
When  they  went  out  they  stayed  out,  whisking 
in  like  flashes  of  lightning  to  dress,  and  whisk- 
ing forth  again  to  balls  and  parties,  chaperoned 
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thither  by  some  obliging  friend — the  Lady  Vir- 
ginia Creeper  or  the  Marchioness  of  Tiptop, 
Their  commerce  with  mamma  consisted  chiefly 
of  rudeness,  for  though  of  her  flesh  and  blood, 
and  residing  under  the  same  roof,  the  tastes  of 
parent  and  offspring  were  as  wide  asunder  as 
the  poles.  Lady  Fitz-Hoodlum,  hurt,  but  too 
proud  to  complain,  locked  up  her  injuries  with- 
in her  bosom.  Brunhilde  was  sorry  for  the  old 
lady,  and  strove  in  some  sort  to  take  her 
daughters'  place.  You  may  abandon  the  world 
and  declare  that  it  is  quite  too  sinful,  but  that 
is  no  reason  why  you  should  not  like  now  and 
again  to  sniff  the  savour  of  its  naughtiness. 
Although  a  devotee  and  a  recluse  her  ladyship 
was  not  averse  to  a  dainty  bit  of  scandal. 
She  liked  to  hear  now  and  again  what  society 
was  doing,  to  shake  her  head  over  that  wicked 
old  Duchess  of  Sark  who  still  tottered  on  the 
social  treadmill  instead  of  considering  her  latter 
end ;  to  sigh  over  my  Lady  Gumshoos  and  the 
enormity  of  her  escapades ;  to  turn  up  her  eyes 
and  marvel  that  the  world  should  improve  so 
little.  It  was  no  more  than  the  duty  of  the 
Fitz-Hoodlum  daughters  to  provide  such  pabu- 
VOL.  III.  I 
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lum  for  their  mamma,  but  they  did  not  do  so, 
and  Mrs.  Patterson  did.  In  order  to  gratify 
her  harmless  whims,  the  latter  always  made  a 
point  of  putting  on  her  newest  clothes  when 
going  to  Portland  Place,  that  her  friend  might 
see  her  at  her  best,  and  criticise  the  latest 
fashions.  The  countess  herself  was  always 
dressed  in  pearly  grey,  cut  after  a  bygone 
mode,  as  a  protest  against  pomps  and  vanities, 
but  she  was  none  the  less  interested  in  the 
last  new  gewgaw,  and  would  survey  it  through 
her  eyeglass  with  pursed  lips,  as  she  might  a 
belt  of  beads,  full  dress  costume  of  the  Queen 
of  Madagascar.  Therefore  the  Creole  got  her- 
self up  gorgeously,  and  sailed  downstairs  to 
the  carriage  with  conscious  pride,  tinged  with 
regret  that  James  was  not  there  to  admire ; 
and  as  it  was  a  lovely  day  she  looked  forward 
to  a  pleasant  afternoon,  which  was  to  be 
crowned  by  a  tete-a-tete  dinner  with  her  future 
lord  and  master  on  her  return. 

But  the  vision  of  pleasure  was  spoiled  ere  the 
carriage  passed  through  the  gate,  for  Nat  was 
standing  there,  slouching  on  one  leg  and  then 
on  the  other,  with  bony  fists  buried  deep  in  his 
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pockets,  whistling  the  while  through  a  mouth 
contracted  like  an  0.  He  produced  a  dirty 
piece  of  paper,  and  tossed  it  into  the  lap  of  his 
mistress  through  the  window  as  the  carriage 
passed,  without  a  word  of  comment.  There 
was  a  grave  expression  about  his  face  which 
she  had  learned  to  know  meant  mischief — an 
expression  wherein  the  snarl  of  the  contracted 
upper  lip,  that  tried  to  become  a  smile,  was  en- 
tirely  counterbalanced  in  its  festive  effect  by  a 
red  light  in  the  ferret  eyes.  She  unfolded  the 
paper  with  a  foreboding  of  evil,  and  read  and 
read  again,  and  sank  into  perplexed  reverie. 

Lady  Fitz-Hoodlum  remarked  to  the  bishop 
that  evening,  that  dear  Brunhilde  was  in  nowise 
spoilt  by  her  success;  that  she  was  the  same 
quaint  mixture  of  indolence,  stateliness,  and  fun 
that  she  had  always  been,  which  was  nice,  for 
these  American  women,  who  come  from  Heaven 
knows  where,  are  apt  to  be  vulgar  under  a  thin 
veneer  of  culture,  given  to  self-assertion  if 
encouraged,  ungrateful,  and  loud,  and  shrew- 
ish. But  this  Cuban,  her  ladyship  asserted  with 
oracular  nods,  whom  really  no  one  knows  any- 
thing  about,   is   never   vulgar    or    ungrateful, 

12 
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though  the  favoured  child  of  fortune.  She  has 
absolutely  everything,  declared  the  dowager — 
money,  beauty,  youth,  health,  a  good  man  in 
prospect  for  a  husband.  Courted  and  made 
much  of  in  high  places,  run  after  in  scandalous 
fashion  by  the  men,  she  never  forgets  the  poor 
old  woman  who  is  neglected  by  her  own  flesh 
and  blood,  but  is  always  ready  for  a  cosy  chat 
over  a  comfortable  dish  of  tea.  When  people 
grow  old,  they  become  accustomed  to  neglect, 
and  are  all  the  more  thankful  to  those  who 
do  not  forget  them.  Thus  spoke  the  dowager 
countess,  with  whom  her  friend  the  bishop  quite 
agreed,  as  he  nursed  his  shapely  leg,  adding 
that  it  is  pleasant  to  see  wealth  in  the  hands  of 
those  who  are  so  generous ;  but  that  at  the 
same  time  it  is  a  pity  when  they  decline  to 
abide  in  the  fold.  The  Cuban  had  entered  at 
once  into  his  pet  project  for  re-establishing  the 
Jews  in  Palestine,  observing  that  there  was 
poetry  in  the  idea  which  must  go  home  to  every 
heart,  instead  of  saying,  as  that  wicked  old 
Duchess  of  Sark  did,  that,  if  the  Jews  wanted 
to  go  back,  they  were  quite  rich  enough  to  pay 
their   own   passage.     From    which   it   may   be 
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gathered  that  the  dirty  bit  of  paper  did  not 
affect  Mrs.  Patterson's  outward  demeanour  to 
the  extent  of  upsetting  her  nerves. 

No.  She  gossiped  all  the  afternoon  with 
sparkle  and  vivacity,  and  a  spot  of  colour  on 
her  usually  sallow  cheek  which  served  to  accen- 
tuate its  richness ;  and,  the  time  having  arrived 
for  departure,  sailed  on  the  episcopal  arm  into 
the  brougham  again,  and  then  gave  vent  to  her 
feelings. 

She  was  not  sorry  for  herself,  but  indignant 
and  rebellious.  Was  she  to  fight  on,  or  throw 
up  the  sponge?  If  she  resolved  to  accept 
defeat,  what  would  come  of  it  ?  Banishment 
and  poverty  in  Cuba — a  dismal  prospect  after 
the  castles  in  the  air  which  she  had  erected  for 
herself.  Worse  than  that — the  worst  and  low- 
est of  all  fates,  perchance — the  streets.  If  what 
this  dirty  scrap  foreshadowed  should  come  true, 
bitterest  humiliation  and  the  streets,  a  life  of 
shame  and  then  the  workhouse,  and  then  a 
pauper's  grave. 

There  was  a  fierce  pleasure  in  looking  at  the 
very  ugliest  side  of  what  might  be  in  store. 
For  defeat  meant  the  loss  of  James,  the  erring 
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man  of  feeble  purpose  to  whom  she  had  given 
herself  for  all  in  all;  and,  if  it  should  be  neces- 
sary to  abandon  James,  why,  then  there  would 
be  an  exultant  satisfaction  in  plunging  down. 

Clearly  it  would  be  better  to  fall  fighting. 
That  whimsical  notion  of  a  short  life  and  a 
merry  one,  of  passing  for  a  millionaire  during  a 
year  or  two,  and  then  withdrawing  to  live  on 
memories,  was  only  possible  so  long  as  a  retreat 
was  open,  and  her  heart  was  free.  But  the 
writer  of  this  dirty  note  threw  a  new  and  lurid 
light  on  the  picture  which  was  altogether  novel 
and  startling.  Hitherto  she  had  not  realised 
that  perfect  strangers  may  imagine  themselves 
called  upon  to  ruin  us  ;  that,  mounted  on  the 
hobby-horse  of  "Duty  to  the  proprieties,"  they 
may  run  amuck  at  our  peccadilloes  for  the  sake 
of  a  shadowy  principle,  which  they  believe  to 
be  a  virtue,  although  they  may  be  nowise  con- 
cerned. Here  was  a  person  of  the  male  sex 
who  had  looked  upon  Mrs.  Patterson  only  twice 
in  the  course  of  his  existence,  yet  who  was  ap- 
parently giving  himself  infinite  pains  to  hound 
her  down — a  woman  who  had  never  harmed 
him !     What   a   noble   task  for   a   man  and  a 


THE  BULL  BY  THE  HORNS.  119 

gentleman !  Jn  appearance  he  was  a  gentle- 
man, and  in  manners  too.  He  had  accepted  her 
hospitality,  and  then  withdrawn  to  consider 
how  he  might  ruin  her  !  He  was  an  enemy,  an 
implacable  foe — why?  What  had  she  done  to 
him  ? 

Then  it  flashed  on  her  that  the  odious  little 
governess  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  this.     Who 
but  she  could   care  what  happened  to  Sir  Ar- 
thur !     Alone,  she  was  a  worm — an  insect — to 
be  crushed  without  difficulty  ;  but,  if  she  had  the 
power  to  raise  up  unexpected   champions,  she 
became   at   once   a  worthy   antagonist.     What 
on  earth  could  be  the  tie  between  him  and  this 
importunate   young   person  ?     Was  he  in  love 
with  her?     Xot  likely, for  she  was  a  contempti- 
ble  little    creature ;    and    besides,    if  his   taste 
could   be  so  depraved,  he  would  be  the  more 
anxious  to  leave  Sir  Arthur  where  he  was.    But 
was  this  a  foolish  mare's  nest  I     Was  there  any 
doubt   of    the    baronet's   insanity?     Xo.     Xat, 
who  could  be    trusted,   had   stated  that  there 
was  no  doubt  about  it,  no  doubt  whatever,  and 
friendly  Mr.  Joddrell  had  ridden  over  one  day 
to  luncheon,  to  report  the  result  of  his  visit  to 
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the  asylum.    What  in  heaven's  name  could  they 
be  driving  at?     Supposing  they  were   able  to 
get  the  man   out,  what  then  ?     He  was  mad, 
and  was  shut  up  in  an  asj'lum — no  one  was  to 
blame  for  that.     The  Chancery  people  had  de- 
clined to  interfere,  expressing  themselves  satis- 
fied ;    so   had   the   Commissioners   in   Lunacy. 
Even  supposing  these  plotters  were  to  succeed 
in   liberating   the   baronet,    what   then?      Did 
they  wish  to  do  so  merely  to  avenge  themselves 
on   her?     Was    their   assumed   interest  in    Sir 
Arthur  merely  a  blind  to   do  her  an  ill  turn  ? 
That  the   governess  should  wish  to  mar  Mrs. 
Patterson's  marriage  project  was   natural,  since 
her  own  had  been  shattered.     This  was  a  piece 
of  feminine   spite.     But   how  could   she   have 
prevailed  on   this   gentleman  to  aid  and  abet 
anything  so  paltry  ?     And  why  should  Mr.  Pat- 
terson, of  all  people  in  the  world,  be  likely  to 
be  interested  in   Sir  Arthur  ?     The    more   she 
meditated  over  it  the   more   intricate  did  the 
puzzle  become.     They  could  not  get  him  out. 
That  was  sheer  nonsense,  a  trick  to  produce 
annoyance.     But  what  about  that  other  point, 
which  was   fraught  with   gravest   peril — ruin, 
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utter  and  complete  ?  "  Would  Mr.  Patterson 
come  forward  ?"  said  the  letter.  Why  should 
he  come  forward — and  how,  so  long  as  she  re- 
sisted, could  that  be  accomplished?  When  Nat 
announced  to  his  mistress  the  fact  of  her  bene- 
factor's sanity,  she  had  been  seized  by  a  cold 
tremor;  but  afterwards  she  had  comforted  her- 
self with  a  conviction  that  this  must  be  Nat's 
mistake. 

What  could  induce  a  sane  man  to  submit  to 
voluntary  imprisonment  ?  Did  not  the  doctors 
transmit  regular  and  unvarying  reports,  which 
repeated  constantly  that  the  patient's  condition 
wras  the  same  as  it  had  always  been  ?  If  he 
neither  complained  nor  wrote,  nor  assailed  the 
commissioners  with  demands  for  freedom,  why 
was  she  to  interfere  with  the  accomplishing  of 
her  unspoken  desires  f  Sleeping  dogs  should 
never  be  disturbed. 

What  could  she  say  to  him  if  he  came  out  a 
free  man  ?  What  a  confession  she  would  have 
to  make ! 

"  Taking  advantage  of  certain  powers  which 
lay  under  my  hand,  I  have  squandered  that 
which  was  not  mine,  but  yours,  with  shameless 
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recklessness.  You  come  out  an  impoverished 
man,  and,  indeed,  I  am  truly  sorry  for  it." 

No — a  thousand  times  no  !  It  was  bad  enough 
in  the  days  that  were  past  to  be  petted  by  the 
uxorious  old  gentleman.  Humbly  to  sue  for 
pardon  was  impossible  ;  she  could  not  do  it. 
If  he  preferred  remaining  where  he  was,  it  was 
evident  that  he  must  be  a  lunatic.  Nat,  being 
an  ignorant  individual,  was  mistaken  ;  the  re- 
ports of  the  doctors  were  trustworthy.  Mr. 
Patterson  was  mad  still,  though  perhaps  quietly 
so.  Victims  of  melancholia  (the  report  said 
that  this  was  his  complaint)  are  very  quiet  and 
docile  if  carefully  nursed,  and  tended,  and 
shielded  from  mundane  winds.  He  was  mad — 
a  melancholiac — there  was  nothing  to  fear. 
Softening  of  the  brain  would  supervene ;  he 
would  die  as  he  had  lived — insane. 

Thus  had  the  lady  argued,  speciously  defend- 
ing her  conduct,  until  she  was  convinced  by  her 
own  forensic  talent,  aided  by  her  wish:  But 
this  horrible  letter  opened  a  door  into  hideous — 
fathomless  darkness.  Could  Nat's  statement 
really  have  been  a  true  one  ?  Though  sane, 
did   the   old   gentleman  voluntarily  remain   in 
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captivity?  Was  he  urged  to  re-appear,  for  the 
express  purpose  of  preventing  the  consumma- 
tion of  her  happiness,  which  the  writer  of  the 
document  on  her  lap  stigmatised  as  an  awful 
wrong.  The  said  writer — as,  for  some  reason 
or  other,  an  interested  party — placed  her  con- 
duct in  the  worst  light,  without  considering  the 
series  of  causes  which  had  brought  her  to  act 
as  she  did. 

As  she  perused  the  letter  for  the  sixth  time, 
she  could  not  forbear  a  smile  in  the  midst  of  her 
perturbation.  Once  married,  it  would  be  the 
interest  of  Mr.  Dyson,  for  his  own  sake,  as  well 
as  that  of  his  wife,  to  stop  prating  tongues. 
True  enough  !  If  it  was  to  be  war  (and  there 
seemed  no  alternative),  why  then  the  plan  of 
action  must  be  changed.  Instead  of  waiting 
till  the  end  of  the  season,  the  wedding  must 
take  place  with  all  despatch.  Brunhilde  knew 
well  that  her  future  lord  was  not  a  hero^that 
he  was  unstable  but  well-meaning.  The  vacil- 
lating James  must  be  allowed  no  chance  of 
deserting  his  colours.  The  success  of  the  coup 
J 'tat  had  shown  the  extent  of  the  influence 
which  his  betrothed  exercised  over  him.     She 
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must  employ  that  influence  yet  again  to  roof 
the  edifice  which  she  had  been  building  with 
such  care,  and  afterwards,  when  they  were  united, 
they  would  labour  in  concert  to  lay  on  the 
ornamental  touches. 

Yes.  It  must  be  war — an  unequal,  ridiculous 
war — for  what  could  these  people  do  if  she  and 
James  clung  close  together  ?  In  this  their 
very  first  move  they  were  checked,  for  the 
paper  designed  for  the  old  man  was  safely  in 
her  hands.  What  they  intended  ultimately 
with  regard  to  Sir  Arthur  was  not  worth 
thinking  about.  Suffice  it  that  the  attempt  to 
fire  off  a  big  gun  into  the  fort  while  the  garri- 
son slumbered  was  frustrated.  The  warning 
had  been  given.  All  possibility  of  communica- 
tion with  Mr.  Patterson  must  be  prevented. 
Nathaniel's  friend  was  a  staunch  and  sturdy 
ally,  who  should  be  well  paid  for  his  services, 
and  urged  to  continued  zeal.  What  an  auda- 
cious plot !  Might  it  perchance  be  well  to 
inform  Dr.  Pagani  that  scoundrels  were  tam- 
pering with  his  servants  ?  No.  The  sleep- 
ing-dog principle  was  best,  for  Dr.  Pagani's 
suspicions  once  aroused,  he  might   be   led   to 
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conclusions  as  awkward  as  they  would  be 
unexpected.  It  had  never  occurred  to  him  that 
any  connection  could  exist  between  a  certain 
patient  of  his  and  the  hostess  of  Dyson  Grove, 
and  it  was  well  that  he  should  remain  ignorant 
of  the  fact.  Dr.  Pagani  must  be  told  nothing. 
It  was  well  known  that  the  savant  was  honest, 
if  dreamy,  and  therein  lay  the  strength  of  the 
garrison.  Everybody  had  a  firm  faith  in  Pagani. 
The  prospect  of  displeasing  squabbles  being 
carried  on  within  and  around  his  establishment 
might  provoke  him,  in  self-defence,  to  make 
inquiries  and  set  investigations  afoot  that  might 
be  productive  of  no  end  of  mischief.  The  war 
would  have  to  be  waged  under  his  unconscious 
nose,  while  he  was  absorbed  in  his  forthcoming 
volumes. 

What  a  worry  it  all  was  !  If  people  would 
mind  their  own  business  instead  of  being  virtu- 
ous on  other  people's  behalf,  what  a  mercy ! 
The  Creole  had  every  right  to  display  ill-temper 
as  she  rolled  along  in  the  brougham,  and  her 
nerves  began  to  tingle  with  rage. 

Brunhilde  was  extremely  cross,  but  at  the 
same  time  she  was  fully  aware  that  indignation 
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would  not  mend  matters.  Some  excuse  must 
be  found  for  altering  the  date  of  her  wedding, 
which  would  have  to  take  place  speedily,  say 
in  a  month  at  latest.  James  must  be  told 
something  of  the  danger,  lest  these  devils 
should  try  to  work  upon  his  fears.  How 
much?  Experience  and  tact  must  decide,  as 
on  the  evening  of  the  coup  cVctat.  It  was  a 
dreadful  risk,  considering  the  chronic  tender- 
ness of  James's  conscience ;  but  it  would  cer- 
tainly not  do  to  run  that  other  risk  whereby 
the  odious  governess  might  take  him  bv  sur- 
prise, and  urge  him  to  foolish  things  under  the 
first  great  shock  of  terror.  Yes.  The  wedding 
must  be  fixed  for  the  nearest  possible  date 
which  decency  would  permit.  As  for  this  letter, 
the  faithful  Nat  would  have  to  be  consulted. 
At  thought  of  him  a  shade  of  doubt  crossed  the 
lady's  visage,  for  Mr.  Bodfish  was  a  puzzle  to 
her.  He  knew  her  secret,  and  she  knew  his, 
but  somehow  he  was  not  so  easily  managed  as 
could  be  wished.  He  admitted  in  a  surly  way 
that  the  projected  marriage  must  take  place, 
for  the  benefit  of  the  three  partners  in  the  firm, 
who  were   to  work   so   well    together  for  the 
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common  weal ;  but  he  made  no  attempt  to 
conceal  his  opinion  that  it  was  a  pity,  a  de- 
plorable sacrifice.  When  his  protectress  casu- 
ally mentioned  the  subject,  he  was  apt  to  turn 
sulky,  to  look  with  wistful  eyes,  and  murmur 
that  there  was  no  hurry.  Indeed,  she  some- 
times almost  dreaded  that  he  would  revolt ; 
for,  despite  her  caution,  he  now  and  again 
forgot  his  position  and  hers,  asserted  himself  in 
a  half-menacing  manner,  which  was  suggestive 
of  future  complications,  and  apparently  hated 
James  with  an  engrossing  and  healthy  hatred. 

"  Would  you  like  to  marry  me  yourself?"  she 
asked  more  than  once,  with  angry  impatience. 
i;  If  I  am  not  to  become  anything  more  lofty 
than  Madame  Bodfish,  pray  say  so  and  have 
done  with  it.  It  would  be  charming  to  be  the 
wife  of  one  who  has  had  the  honour  of  wearing 
the  Broad  Arrow.  Not  that  I  object  to  the 
Broad  Arrow.  I  protest  it  would  make  a  lovely 
pattern  worked  in  crewels  on  an  apron  !  I  be- 
long to  a  wild  race  which  has  no  prejudices,  so 
I  like  you  none  the  worse  for  that ;  but  do  try 
to  be  a  little  sensible,  I  beg." 

It  was  a  ticklish  task,  therefore,  to  inform  Mr. 
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Bodfish  that  the  object  of  his  preposterous 
adoration  would  change  her  name  within  a 
month.  But  her  thoughts  wandered  again  and 
again  to  the  possible  intention  of  the  devils 
with  regard  to  the  tnad  baronet.  What  could 
be  their  motive  in  desiring  to  get  possession  of 
him  ?  No  amount  of  thinking  would  bring  an 
answer  to  the  question.  What  could  Mr.  Patter- 
son's connection  with  him  be?  How  could  he 
be  interested  in  what  happened  to  him?  One 
point  leads  imperceptibly  to  another.  It  came 
upon  the  Creole  as  a  revelation  of  culpable  care- 
lessness, that  she  should  ever  have  allowed  the 
two  persons  with  whom  she  had  to  deal  to  be 
incarcerated  in  the  same  prison.  When  James 
told  her  that  Sir  Arthur  was  to  be  moved  to 
Corbould  House,  she  was  in  a  drifting  and 
fatalistic  mood :  and,  after  contemplating  the 
coincidence  with  idle  curiosity,  she  dismissed  it 
from  her  mind.  Very  naturally,  too.  Given 
that  they  were  both  mad,  what  mattered  it  that 
they  dwelt  under  the  same  roof?  But  now,  a 
shaft  sped  from  the  bow  of  the  Avenger,  and 
quivered  in  the  bosom  of  the  Creole.  What  if 
Sir  Arthur  should  be  as  sane  as  Mr.  Patterson  ? 
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1 
If  one,  why  not  the   other  ?     What  if  the  two 

were  planning  something  together,  and  had  won 
young  Dr.  Winthrop  over  to  their  side?  That 
would  explain  the  anxiety  of  the  plotters  to  get 
hold  of  him.  The  vista  which  this  opened  was 
so  terrible  that  Mrs.  Patterson  skipped  with  un- 
usual alacrity  from  the  brougham  as  it  entered 
the  town  of  Richmond.  She  would  walk  home, 
she  said,  for  her  limbs  were  numb  for  want  of 
exercise. 

Sir  Arthur  sane  !  that  must  be  it.  Why  had 
she  never  thought  of  this  before  1  If  the  doctors 
wrote  careless  and  untruthful  reports  about  one 
patient,  why  not  of  another  ?  These  two  men 
must  both  have  recovered  from  their  ailment, 
and  be  acting  in  concert  together  with  a  view 
to  procuring  their  release.  And  yet  that  could 
hardly  be.  Mr.  Joddrell  had  gone  minutely 
into  the  matter  when  he  called  the  other  day, 
had  drawn  a  vivid  picture  of  the  piteous 
spectacle  in  the  dining-lobby  when  Sir  Arthur 
rose  from  his  luncheon  with  a  despairing  cry 
and  fell  forward  across  the  table  on  his  face. 
Mr.  Joddrell  had  no  reason  for  telling  lies  about 
it.     His  evidence  at  least  was  unbiassed.     Xo, 

VOL.  in.  K 
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that  was  not  the  clue  to  the  mystery.  Mrs. 
Patterson  was  still  in  the  dark. 

Instead  of  proceeding  at  once  to  the  cottage, 
she  turned  in  at  the  gate  of  Dyson  Grove,  and 
sought  her  lover,  who  was  not  far  to  seek ;  for 
he  was  sitting  in  the  Wedgwood  room,  which 
was  soon  to  be  her  own  boudoir,  so  deeply 
meditating  as  to  be  unconscious  of  the  presence 
of  an  intruder  till  her  arms  were  about  his  neck. 
Then  he  took  both  her  jewelled  hands  in  his 
and  kissed  them  dutifully,  but  with  the  mechan- 
ical movement  of  one  who  does  a  thing  because 
he  thinks  he  is  expected  to  do  it. 

"Dear  me.  how  gloomy!  A  penny  for  your 
thoughts,"  said  his  betrothed.  "  How  often 
have  I  told  you  not  to  behave  like  a  doll  wound 
up  with  a  key  ?" 

There  was  sharpness  in  her  tone,  for  his 
movements  had  something  apathetic  about 
them,  little  flattering  in  a  wooer. 

tf  What's  the  matter  with  you — not  well?" 

"  Yes,  dear;  I'm  very  well." 

"  You  mustn't  be  low  in  your  mind  ;  cheer 
up !  Isn't  this  a  gorgeous  frock?  As  I  walked 
along,  all  Richmond  turned   out  to  gaze.     If 
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you'd    been   there,   you'd   have   been  proud  of 
me,  sir." 

With  a  sweep  that  brought  her  in  front  of 
the  glass,  and  close  to  the  chair  wherein  Mr. 
Dyson  lounged,  Brunhilcle  proceeded  to  re- 
move her  bonnet  and  smooth  the  coils  of  her 
abundant  hair.  After  this  operation,  and  a 
lengthened  survey  which  was  satisfactory,  she 
perched  on  a  footstool,  with  both  elbows  resting 
on  his  knee. 

He  was  distraite,  and  she  set  herself  to  rouse 
him,  which  should  have  been  an  easy  matter ; 
for  when  she  spoke  persuasively  the  lustreless 
eyes,  under  their  thick  fringe  of  lashes,  mois- 
tened into  life ;  wrhile  her  voice  was  like  the 
humming  of  a  distant  hive  when  the  bees  boom 
in  the  summer  heat.  You  listened  to  its  deep- 
toned  cadence  lulled  and  satisfied,  not  caring 
much  what  she  said  so  that  the  music  did  not 
cease. 

But  James  was  pettishly  inclined  this  after- 
noon. 

"  Tell  me  this  instant,"  demanded  his  be- 
trothed. "What  is  the  matter?  And  don't 
groan.     Has  anything  new  occurred?" 

k2 
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Ci  No.  There's  quite  enough  already.  I'm 
sick  of  living  in  a  cul-de-sac"  James  sighed ; 
■whereupon  the  Creole  wondered  what  he  would 
do  if  he  were  tormented  and  worried  as  she 
was. 

"  How  long  is  this  to  last — how  long  ?"  he 
exclaimed. 

"  Impatient  child!"  she  answered,  with  a  low 
laugh,  purposely  mistaking  his  meaning.  "  Wil- 
ful baby  !  must  it  have  its  toy  or  will  it  cry  ?" 

James  looked  down  at  her  with  a  startled 
glance,  in  which  tenderness  and  apprehension 
were  strangely  mingled. 

"  It  shall  have  its  toy,  and  it  shan't  cry  !  It 
shall  come  to  St.  George's  very  soon,  and  the 
red  cloth  shall  be  laid  down  for  it,  and  the 
pew-opener  shall  curtsey,  and — well — after  that 
we'll  let  the  cottage." 

James  bestirred  himself  to  listen,  with  a 
frosty  spreading  of  the  hands,  though  it  was 
summer.     What  did  she  imply? 

"  I've  been  thinking  that  a  long  engagement 
is  ridiculous/'  resumed  Brunhilde.  "  Wouldn't 
it  be  fun  to  run  out  to  church  some  morning 
without  telling  a  soul !" 
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She  felt  a  knee  under  her  elbow  tremble. 
James  stooped  and  kissed  her  on  the  forehead. 

"By  all  means,  dearest.  Just  as  you  like. 
Better  now  than  August,  of  course.  But  why 
have  you  changed  your  mind?" 

Brunhilde  remained  silent  a  long  while,  scru- 
tinising his  grave  face.  How  much  or  how 
little  should  he  be  told  ?  She  must  keep  a 
finger  on  his  pulse,  as  it  were,  and  administer 
the  truth  in  globules. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  that  absurd  little  Scotch- 
woman of  whom  your  brother  was  unfortunate 
enough  to  be  enamoured?" 

"II     No.     Why  do  you  ask  ?" 

M  You  might  be  supposed  to  feel  some  curiosity 
about  the  girl,  since  all  the  troubles  of  the 
family  are  of  her  brewing.  But  for  her,  there 
would  have  been  no  heartburning  as  to  the 
ownership  of  the  property,  for  your  brother 
would  have  been  content  to  abide  by  his  fa- 
ther's will.  But  for  her,  his  mind  would  not 
have  given  way.  But  for  her,  we  should  not 
be  sitting  together  now  in  this  funny  little 
room,  monarchs  of  all  we  survey.  We  owe  the 
little  marplot  that,  at  all  events."     The  finger 
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on  the  pulse  felt  the  throbs  quicken.  The 
speaker  proceeded  cautiously.  "  She  must  be  a 
wicked  and  designing  girl !" 

"Why?" 

The  expression  of  James's  features  became 
more  startled,  for  news  is  never  broken  to  us 
unless  its  purport  is  evil. 

"  Woman  is  man's  curse,  and  always  was," 
proceeded  the  Creole,  lightly.  "  Having  al- 
ready worked  so  much  harm,  it  is  not  astonish- 
ing that  she  should  be  anxious  for  more.  Eap- 
petit  vient  en  mangeant,  you  know." 

"  Do  speak  out,  Brunhilde.  You  torture 
me !" 

"  When  Mr.  Joddrell  dined  here  the  other 
day — a  most  agreeable  man,  so  well-informed — 
1  thought  it  well  to  warn  him,  since  he  is  an 
official  and  an  admiring  ally  of  that  star-gazing 
doctor's,  that  a  certain  minx  has  designs  of  a 
felonious  nature  on  a  certain  baronet,  notwith- 
standing his  deplorable  state.  He  said  it  was 
shocking,  which  it  is.  But  people  are  shame- 
less, and  would  marry  a  fiddle-case,  provided  it 
were  well  stocked  with  guineas.     Eve's  apple 


THE  BULL  BY  THE  HORXS.  135 

must  have  been  a  golden  pippin.     In  Heaven,  I 
suppose,  there  will  be  no  money." 

"What?  Wants  to  marry  Arthur,  still — a 
lunatic?" 

';  Unless  that  is  her  object — and  it  seems 
almost  too  wicked  even  for  her — I  fail  to  un- 
derstand her  proceedings.  She's  been  plotting 
to  get  hold  of  him — bribing  servants  at  the 
asylum.  What  could  she  want  to  get  hold  of 
him  for  unless  it  was  to  marry  him?  And  yet, 
by  your  father's  will,  the  act  would  make  him 
penniless — so  there  must  be  something  else 
behind." 

This  singular  intelligence  set  James  ponder- 
ing. Bribing  servants,  grubbing  underground 
— what  for?  He  groaned  and  writhed  in  his 
chair. 

"  When  I  complained  of  the  cul-de-sac  I  meant 
that,"  he  murmured,  piteously.  iS  Where  is  it 
to  end?  To  be  in  possession,  and  yet  not,  to 
be  enjoying  an  income  which  is  not  my  own, 
and  which,  now  that  it  has  become  second 
nature  to  me,  may  be  taken  away  at  any 
minute.     Always   wondering,    fearing,    hoping, 
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scheming.  Oh,  Brunhilde,  let  us  give  it  up  and 
go  away  somewhere;  it  would  be  horrid  to  be 
poor  again,  but  any  certainty  is  preferable  to 
this  long-drawn  agony.  I've  half  a  mind  to 
ask  for  an  inquisition,  to  shuffle  off  the  load  at 
any  price." 

Mr.  Dyson's  lips  and  fingers  were  twitching, 
the  veins  stood  out  upon  his  brow.  Mrs.  Pat- 
terson foresaw  that  her  lover  would  beg  his 
future  wife  to  try  starvation  in  a  honeysuckle 
bower  for  love  of  him.  It  was  most  certain  that 
the  sooner  the  knot  was  tied  the  better.  Al- 
though it  was  provoking  to  have  to  coax  and 
humour  his  fears,  yet  in  her  heart  she  respected 
him  for  the  scruples  she  could  not  feel  herself; 
was  prepared  to  make  steadfast  his  position  in 
his  own  despite,  and  to  take  the  blame  of  his 
sin  upon  her  shoulders.  To  one  so  hot  by 
nature,  it  was  hard  to  practise  caution  ;  but  in 
her  wild  way  she  loved  this  weak  man  for  his 
very  weaknesses,  conscious  of  being  strong 
enough  for  both. 

"  Do  you  care  for  me  so  little,"  she  asked, 
reproachfully,  "  as  to  suppose  I  could  live  to 
see  you  dishonoured  ?     As  you  say  justly,  by  a 
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trifling  imprudence  at  starting,  we've  got  our- 
selves into  a  mess  from  which  there  is  no  escape, 
ce  qui  est  fait,  est  fait.  What  happens  to  me 
signifies  little.  If  I  disappear,  no  one  will  care 
what  my  end  is.  But  with  you  it  is  different. 
Things  having  gone  so  far,  an  inquisition  would 
mean  ruin.  Don't  deceive  yourself.  You  would 
be  severely  censured.  As  I  told  you  once 
before,  your  brother  would  be  removed  out  of 
your  reach,  this  place  would  be  shut  up,  the 
fortune  would  be  snatched  from  your  grasp, 
and  Sir  Arthur  would  not  be  the  gainer  by  your 
undoing.  Remember  that  you  would  cast  a  slur 
upon  your  own  good  name,  and  ruin  yourself, 
not  to  save  him  or  do  him  any  good,  but  to 
gratify  the  spite  of  the  minx  who  has  worked 
so  much  harm  already.  I  am  quite  prepared  to 
be  put  out  of  the  question,  for  I  love  you  for 
yourself  alone.  So  that  your  honour  remains 
untarnished,  it  matters  little  what  becomes  of 
me :  but,  if  a  woman  is  to  be  a  gainer,  I  hold 
that  I,  and  not  the  governess,  should  be  that 
woman." 

This  was  ingenious  of  the  Creole.    There  was 
a   disinterestedness  about   the   situation  which 
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claimed  its  meed  of  merit.  The  glamour  of  a 
fictitious  heroism  was  blinding  to  the  eye,  and 
James's  vision  was  dazzled  by  it. 

44  irou  said  once,"  pursued  the  Creole,  and, 
seeing  that  she  had  scored  a  point,  she  took  her 
lover's  hand  and  laid  her  cheek  on  it,  "  that 
you  were  glad  I  am  not  so  rich  as  I  seem,  for 
it's  pleasanter  to  give  than  to  receive — and  it 
was  very  pretty  of  you.  Come  what  may,  we 
will  cling  together,  dear,  for  better  or  worse  ; 
and  somehow  I  don't  think  it  need  be  for  worse, 
except  through  our  own  stupidity.  Shall  we 
sweep  away  the  Scotchwoman  1  Say  but  the 
word." 

"  I  declare  you  talk  as  if  wre  were  conspira- 
tors," objected  James.  "  My  conscience  is  clear. 
It  wasn't  my  fault,  I  suppose,  that  Arthur  fell 
ill?  We've  done  the  very  best  for  the  poor 
fellow.  He  should  have  been  made  a  Chancery 
patient — and  he  is  not  one.  That's  where  the 
shoe  pinches,  and  I  chafe  under  it;  not  because 
1  intended  to  wrong  him,  but  because  I  feel 
that  my  motives,  which  were  for  the  best,  might 
be  misconstrued." 
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"  And  that  be  and  the  money  would  be  cer- 
tainly removed  out  of  our  reach,"  whispered  the 
Creole,  like  the  devil  tempting. 

"  That  is  so,"  James  admitted,  fidgeting  fret- 
fully in  his  seat.  "  My  conscience  is  clear,  I 
tell  you  ;  but  somehow  people  see  things  in 
false  lights." 

a  The  Scotchwoman  will  make  them  do  so  if 
she  can." 

"  Then  it  is  very  hard,"  sighed  James.  "  I 
never  injured  her." 

'•'  She's  a  dog  in  the  manger.  Being  unable 
to  get  the  fortune — thanks  to  that  will — she 
would  like  to  prevent  anyone  else  from  having 
it.  That's  why  she  is  endeavouring  to  upset 
poor  me  and  you — making  a  hubbub  and  an 
outcry  as  if  we  were  criminals  !" 

James  Dyson  picked  at  the  chair-trimming, 
and  answered  nothing. 

"  She's  weaving  nets  for  us  in  the  dark," 
Brunhilde  said,  presently.  "  We  must  sweep 
both  spider  and  cobwebs  right  away." 

"  What  do  you  propose  ?" 

This  was  a  moment  big  with  weighty  conse- 
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cjuences.  Brunhilde  scanned  her  lovers  face. 
Dared  she  tell  him  what  was  passing  through 
her  mind  ?     The  risk  was  great. 

u  You  did  not  know  that  she  had  written  to 
the  authorities  demanding  an  investigation  ?  She 
actually  did,  but  you  needn't  look  so  scared,  for 
nothing  came  of  it.  Knowing  what  a  fidget 
you  are,  I  begged  Mr.  Joddrell  to  say  nothing 
to  you  about  it.  She  thought  she  was  doing 
something  clever,  instead  of  which  she  has 
strengthened  our  hand,  for  the  authorities  are 
satisfied,  and  decline  to  interfere.  That  makes 
the  little  demon  more  spiteful  than  ever.  De- 
termined to  stir  up  a  scandal  at  any  price,  she 
has  demeaned  herself  so  far  as  to  tamper  with 
servants/' 

"  Dr.  Pagani  must  be  informed  of  this." 

"I  have  a  neater  and  more  effectual  sugges- 
tion to  make  than  that,"  returned  the  Creole, 
slowly,  with  eyes  almost  closed.  "  The  fewer 
hands  a  matter  of  this  sort  passes  through  the 
better.  .  What  do  you  think  of  moving  Sir 
Arthur  somewhere  else?  Servants  in  private 
asylums  are  of  a  low  class,  and  corruptible." 

James  did  not  think  much  of  this  suggestion. 
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"It  will  be  as  easy  for  her,  if  she's  bent  on 

doing  it,  to  get  round  the  attendants  in  one 
asylum  as  another.  He  can't  be  kept  always 
on  the  move,  like  the  Wandering  Jew.  If  she's 
base  and  mean  enough,  she'll  find  out  his  change 
of  address ;  and  remember  that  Pagani  is  a 
tower  of  strength." 

"But  suppose  that,  try  as  she  may,  she  fails 
to  discover  where  we've  put  him  ?" 

James  looked  inquisitive,  but  did  not  under- 
stand, so  his  mentor  was  compelled  to  speak 
out. 

"  What  I  would  do  is  this,  and  the  governess 
would  be  completely  foiled.  I  would  set  you 
down  at  that  davenport  there,  and  dictate  a 
note  to  Mr.  Joddrell.  He  knows  all  about  it, 
and  is  sorry  for  you,  and  would  enter  into  your 
plans  at  once,  for  they  spring  from  an  excess  of 
solicitude.  You  would  explain  to  the  commis- 
sioner, who  chances  also  to  be  your  friend,  that 
the  superintendent  under  whom  he  is  at  present 
despairs  of  achieving  a  cure,  and  that,  therefore, 
you  are  anxious,  one  system  having  had  a  fair 
trial,  to  essay  another.  Dr.  Pagani  being  quite 
at  the  top  of  the  tree  as  a  scientific  luminary 
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here  in  England,  you  feel  that  it  would  be  in- 
vidious to  send  your  brother  to  another  English 
asylum,  and  you  have  therefore  determined  to 
place  him  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Blanche  in  his 
celebrated  establishment  at  Paris.  To  accom- 
plish this  in  a  straightforward  way  it  is  neces- 
sary to  have  the  consent  of  the  Commissioners 
in  Lunacy.  You  therefore  apply  to  him  on  the 
subject." 

James  was  amused  by  this  idea,  which  was 
ingenious,  but  he  could  not  see  what  good  would 
come  of  it. 

"  The  little  governess,"  he  remarked,  "  would 
find  out  from  her  paid  attendant  whither  the 
patient  had  gone,  and  she  would  take  a  cheap 
trip  to  Paris  via  Newhaven  and  Dieppe.  Do 
you  suppose  the  French  attendants  to  be  less 
corruptible  than  English  ones?  I  am  told  that 
they  are  infinitely  worse." 

"  Hear  me  out.  In  the  first  place  Pagani 
would  be  told  of  the  forlorn  hope  as  a  matter  of 
courtesy  ;  the  attendants  need  not  know  whither 
the  patient  is  going.  That  protege  of  mine 
would  undertake  the  removal,  which  would  be 
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natural  and  fitting,  since  he  is  the  ostensible 
signer  of  the  order." 

"  I  wish  he  wasn't.  It  looks  so  queer,"  James 
said,  with  a  querulous  wrinkling  of  the  brow. 
41  He's  as  ugly  as  a  dust-cart,  and  as  thin  as  a 
pew-door." 

"  I'm  sure  he's  very  faithful,"  retorted  Brun- 
hikle,  who  declined  on  principle  to  allow  that 
her  own  deliberate  arrangements  could  be  open 
to  question.  "  Dr.  Blanche  would  receive  the 
patient  without  inquiry,  seeing  so  distinguished 
a  name  as  Sir  Jessamy's  appended  to  the  medi- 
cal certificate,  and  the  French  doctors  would 
trouble  themselves  little  for  the  same  reason. 
The  French  lunacy  laws  differ  from  ours.  After 
a  patient  has  been  in  duress  for  three  days,  he 
is  supposed  to  be  medically  examined,  but  we 
would,  I  think,  avoid  an  examination,  since 
people's  theories  are  so  widely  different.  Before 
the  three  days  had  elapsed,  we  would  change  our 
minds,  talk  vaguely  of  Gheel  in  Belgium,  and 
bring  our  patient  back  to  England.  Thus  by  a 
double  move  all  trace  would  be  lost.  The 
governess,  being  unable  to  find  out  whither  Sir 
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Arthur  bad  been  sent,  would  be  checkmated, 
and,  the  case  having  been  removed  from  British 
soil,  you,  who  are  so  nervous  and  crotchety, 
would  no  longer  trouble  yourself  either  about 
commissioners  or  chancery.  Sir  Arthur  would 
have  passed  beyond  their  jurisdiction." 

Far  from  being  gratified  by  this  ingenious 
plan,  James  Dyson  looked  down  at  his  beloved 
with  horror  unconcealed,  and  she  felt  that  she 
had  blundered  again.  He  looked  at  her  with 
apprehension,  for  all  along  she  had  been  the 
master  spirit  to  whose  guidance  he  had  surren- 
dered himself,  whose  counsels  had  brought  him 
to  his  present  remorseful  plight,  who  had  led 
him  into  the  slough,  and  now  seemed  bent  on 
burying  him  in  its  centre.  His  conscience  told 
him  in  plain  language  that  to  do  such  a  thing 
as  she  calmly  proposed  was  distinctly  fraudu- 
lent, and  yet  there  was  no  denying  that  to  act 
on  the  suggestion  would  put  an  end  to  much 
trouble.  As  she  said,  the  man  being  mad,  he 
must  be  imprisoned,  and  it  did  seem  hard  that 
a  malicious  girl  should  be  able  to  tamper  with 
the  madman  to  gratify  a  mean  revenge.  Surely 
any  means  might  be  considered  permissible  to 
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disconcert  her  malignant  project ;  and  besides, 
though  the  patient  would  be  practically  non- 
existent— out  of  the  pale  of  the  law — he,  James, 
would  make  it  the  business  of  his  life,  if  he 
took  his  mentor's  advice,  to  see  that  the  head 
of  the  family  was  well  cared  for.  On  his  return 
from  France  he  should  be  placed  in  a  remote 
cot  somewhere — on  the  Peak  of  Derbyshire  or 
in  a  Welsh  fastness — in  the  hands  of  some 
humane  persons,  who  for  a  liberal  wage  would 
treat  their  charge  with  kindness.  By  carrying 
out  Brunhilde's  proposal,  the  baronet  would 
probably  be  the  gainer  in  the  end,  and  yet — 
and  yet  James's  sense  of  right  rose  in  rebellion 
against  the  tempter.  The  commissioners,  and 
the  French  doctor,  as  well  as  Pagani,  would  all 
have  to  be  deceived  and  hoodwinked  by  a 
plausible  falsehood.  That  would  have  to  be 
accomplished  which,  if  it  ever  came  to  light, 
would  make  him  hang  his  head  for  ever.  The 
skilful  combination  was  a  fraud,  and  this  fraud 
— this  illegal  and  improper  act — was  the  inven- 
tion of  Brunhilde,  whose  scutcheon  of  honour 
grew  dim  as  he  looked  at  it.  Herein  lies  the 
difference  between  a  man's  love  and  a  woman's 
VOL.  III.  L 
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The  former  sets  his  idol  on  a  pinnacle,  and 
declares  it  speckless.  But,  should  dark  veins 
appear  in  the  marble,  he  will  be  angered  and 
fling  it  down.  A  woman,  on  the  other  hand, 
will  use  all  her  arts  to  paint  them  over.  That 
she  should  be  aware  of  the  blemishes  matters 
nothing.  The  world  must  not  see  them.  If 
the  world  is  blinded,  then  will  she  make  shift 
to  be  satisfied.  James  listened  to  the  counsels 
of  Brunhilde  with  alarm,  but  he  knew  that  she 
would  have  her  way  in  the  end,  painfully  con- 
scious that  the  path  along  which  she  forced  his 
reluctant  steps  was  dark  and  crooked. 

Could  the  affair  have  been  accomplished 
without  his  taking  an  active  part  in  it,  James 
Dyson  might  have  stared  with  serene  ignorance 
in  an  opposite  direction,  and  accepted  its 
results.  But  at  this  stage  there  was  no  evad- 
ing responsibility.  In  the  first  instance,  things 
had  been  comfortably  arranged  in  his  absence, 
and  he  had  returned  from  Scotland  to  find  that 
they  were  good.  The  anomalous  position 
assumed  by  Mr.  Bodfish  was  convenient  then, 
for  under  the  direction  of  his  mistress  he  had 
done  all  that  it  was  necessary  to  do.     But  now, 
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in  the  face  of  the  proposed  change,  it  would  be 
prudent  for  the  brother  to  accept  the  principal 
role  and  write  to  the  commissioner,  who  was 
known  to  him,  rather  than  allow  the  signer  of 
the  order  to  act  officially.  It  would  be  more 
plausible,  should  the  question  ever  be  raised,  to 
say  that  the  family  had  considered  it  best  to  do 
so  and  so,  than  to  have  to  confess  that  the 
patient  had  been  spirited  away,  no  man  could 
tell  whither,  by  command  of  a  total  stranger. 
Not  that  the  question  could  arise  as  matters  at 
present  stood,  for  both  Chancery  and  com- 
missioners had  looked  at  it  through  the  wrong 
end  of  the  telescope,  and  were  too  busy  and 
too  indifferent  to  take  even  that  trouble  again. 
The  Creole  was  doing  her  best  to  be  cautious. 
There  was  no  knowing  what  might  happen, 
what  new  and  unexpected  combination  might 
next  appear  in  the  kaleidoscope,  so  it  was  above 
all  things  essential  at  the  present  juncture  that 
James  should  act  for  himself. 

He  was  looking  so  oddly  at  her  that  she  rose 
from  her  place  at  his  feet,  and  with  a  grand 
crinkle  of  satin  deposited  her  stately  form  upon 
his  knee. 

L  2 
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"  You  shall  write  a  note  to  Mr.  Joddrell  now/' 
she  whispered,  playfully  tapping  his  nose  with 
her  fingers,  "and  if  you  are  very,  very  good, 
and  won't  look  so  glum,  we  will  settle  the  day 
for  the  sacrifice." 

His  hand  was  in  one  of  hers,  but  it  lay  there 
inert,  and  his  countenance  was  not  irradiated  ! 

Ice-bound  dismay,  and  an  unavailing  con- 
templation of  spilt  milk,  seemed  to  occupy  his 
attention  to  the  exclusion  of  the  softer  emo- 
tions. Brunhilde  made  as  though  she  would 
smooth  the  creases  from  his  forehead  with  her 
palm  :  and  then,  suddenly  realising  that  he  sat 
there  in  the  sulks  like  an  ill-conditioned  child 
while  others  did  his  task,  lost  patience  and 
boxed  his  ears. 

"You  are  enough  to  exasperate  a  saint!"  she 
cried,  in  an  upheaval  of  wrath,  as  she  flung 
herself  abruptly  from  his  chill  embrace.  "  You 
pusillanimous  creature !  You  are  one  of  those 
who  jauntily  wear  the  buttonholes  and  leave 
others  to  do  the  gardening!  All  I  ask  is  that 
you  should  truly  love  me,  and  you  can't  do 
even  that." 
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M  You  know  I  love  yon/'  James  murmured, 
with  dry  lips. 

"  Oh,  do  you — do  you  ?"  The  impulsive 
woman  was  on  his  knee  again,  his  white  visage 
framed  by  her  hands  as  she  tried  to  peer  into 
his  soul.  But  there  was  something  about  the 
lines  of  the  scared  face  which  boded  her  no 
good,  and  starting  up  she  wailed,  "  Xo.  He 
loves  me  no  more,"  and  rocked  herself  in  a 
tornado  of  passion,  while  hot,  salt  tears  ran 
down  her  cheeks.  "  He's  afraid  of  me — he  a 
man,  and  I  a  woman.  He's  mine — he's  mine, 
yet  he  eludes  my  grasp — he'll  hate  me  soon 
and  I  him." 

Mr.  Dyson  stared  in  stupid  helplessness,  for, 
though  he  was  often  enough  betrayed  into 
storms  of  anger,  he  had  seen  none  so  fierce  as 
this,  and  was  genuinely  frightened  by  the  ex- 
hibition. She  rocked,  and  tore  her  hair,  and 
beat  her  breast,  and  ground  her  teeth,  What 
if  a  servant  should  come  in,  or  a  gardener  pass 
the  window ! 

u  Brunhilde  !"  he  implored.  u  For  heaven's 
sake " 
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The  sound  of  his  voice  added  fuel  to  the  fire. 

"James,"  she  moaned,  "you  despise  me  !  I 
know  it,  and  I  wish  that  I  was  dead  !  Oh  ! 
that  you  should  come  to  despise  me  !" 

By-and-by  the  fury  of  the  tempest  spent 
itself,  and  she  sat  crouched  on  the  floor  sobbing 
in  silence,  an  incongruous  spectacle,  in  her  fine 
clothes,  with  long  waves  of  dishevelled  hair, 
and  James,  who  had  waited  awkwardly,  not 
knowing  what  to  do,  dropped  on  his  knees  by 
her  side  and  attempted  elephantine  comfort. 

"  Brunhilde  !"  he  stammered.  "  You're  a 
dreadful  woman.  Bolder  men  than  I  might  be 
afraid  of  you  without  shame.  If  you  had  a 
knife,  I  believe  you  would  have  stabbed  me. 
See,  you've  bitten  your  lip  half  through,  and 
the  blood's  pouring  down.  If  you  go  on  like 
this,  you'll  want  a  strait-waistcoat  yourself." 

As  he  applied  his  handkerchief  to  her  lip  she 
looked  pleadingly  at  him. 

"If  you  ceased  to  love  me,  I  should  kill 
myself,"  she  whispered. 

"  Of  course  I  love  you.  Do  you  want  me  to 
repeat  it  all  day  like  a  parrot?  What  have  I 
done  to   raise  this  whirlwind?     Of  course  I'll 
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write  to  Joddrell — now.  It's  an  excellent  plan, 
and  will  be  best  for  Arthur  in  the  end,  though 
the  double  journey  won't  do  him  much  service. 
Damn  that  governess !  I'd  like  to  wring  her 
neck." 

He  gave  vent  to  the  last  sentiment  with  such 
asperity  that  Mrs.  Patterson  laughed  through 
her  tears,  declared  she  was  a  goose,  and, 
picking  herself  up  nimbly,  set  about  repairing 
the  ravages  of  the  storm. 

"  Hold  these  hairpins,   sir,*'  commanded  the 

sultana,  with  half  a  dozen  more  in  her  mouth. 

"And  my  new  gown  spoiled.  It's  all  your  fault." 

"  No  doubt/'  returned  her  lover,  relieved  by 

the  parting  of  the  clouds. 

"Don't  you  dare  to  look  at  me  again  as 
you  did,"  she  said,  shaking  her  head  at  his 
reflection  in  the  glass,  "  or  I  won't  answer 
for  the  consequences.  You  looked  at  me 
with  absolute  aversion.  I've  yet  to  learn 
that  I'm  a  gorgon.  It  really  is  for  the 
best,  for  if  the  minx  gets  at  him  she'll  only 
make  him  worse.  Have  you  not  anything 
to  propose  yourself,  short  of  strangling  the 
governess  ?" 
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James  had  nothing  to  propose.  The  skirmish 
with  conscience  was  over  for  this  time.  Brun- 
hilcle  had  said  in  her  ravings,  "  He  is  mine,"  and 
an  echo  in  his  heart  answered  that  she  spoke 
truly.  Circe  had  dragged  him  to  this  danger- 
ous spot.  It  was  too  late.  There  was  no 
resisting  her  decree.  She  must  save  herself 
and  him,  or  both  must  perish  together. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

';  WHEN  GREEK  MEETS  GREEK." 

rpHE  note  to  Mr.  Joddrell  was  despatched, 
-*-  and  Mrs.  Patterson,  relieved  in  mind, 
preened  her  feathers.  But  she  was  not  quite 
comfortable,  for  there  was  something  lurking 
in  the  background.  In  fairy  tales  wonderful 
presents  are  made :  Fortunatus  purses,  invisible 
caps,  flying  carpets,  what  not.  I  protest  that 
as  good  a  gift  as  any  would  be  an  instrument 
wherewith  to  test  people's  motives.  If  we  only 
knew  why  they  preferred  to  act  after  a  certain 
fashion,  it  would  be  amusing  to  trace  results, 
and  very  unaccountable  and  unexpected  they 
would  sometimes  prove.  Brunhilde  racked  her 
brain  to  discover  the  motive  for  the  writing  on 
that  dirty  scrap  of  paper.  What  could  impel 
Dr.  Winthrop  to  descend  into  the  lists?     What 
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could  Miss  Galbraitk  expect  to  result  from  her 
plotting?  Given,  for  the  sake  of  argument, 
that  Sir  Arthur  was  no  longer  mad,  and  that 
he  would  be  able  to  elude  the  vigilance  of  his 
gaolers,  what  then  1  Would  he  come  back  and 
claim  his  property,  or  sacrifice  it  on  the  altar 
of  her  who  rescued  him  1  The  latter  arrange- 
ment would  be  pretty  and  poetic,  and  extremely 
convenient  to  several  persons,  but  Brunhilde, 
as  a  woman  of  the  world,  was  compelled  to 
reject  the  idea  of  such  disinterestedness  being- 
possible.  And,  supposing  that  he  struck  an 
attitude  and  offered  his  hand  with  nothing  in 
it  to  the  governess,  would  she  clasp  it  to  her 
heart  with  rapture?  Would  she  make  a  rich 
man  of  the  younger  brother  by  espousing  the 
penniless  baronet  ?  Had  she  sufficient  self-con- 
fidence to  saddle  herself  for  life  with  a  husband 
whose  intellect  was  rickety,  and  who  might  be 
expected  at  any  inopportune  moment  to  suc- 
cumb to  a  second  attack  ?  That  she  should 
propose  to  marry  him  for  the  sake  of  nursing 
him  in  a  garret  was  ridiculous,  and  not  worth 
considering.  No.  There  must  be  some  hidden 
motive,  some   missing   link,  without  which    it 
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would  not  be  possible  to  comprehend  the  eccen- 
tric conduct  of  the  odious  little  governess. 

So  far  as  James  was  concerned,  Mrs.  Patter- 
son felt  relieved.  There  was  an  instant,  during 
their  stormy  interview,  when  her  palace  of  cards 
seemed  tumbling  about  her  ears,  when  he  ap- 
peared to  shrink  from  her  touch  as  though  she 
had  been  a  reptile  ;  but  she  was  mistaken,  and 
she  fervently  thanked  heaven  for  it.  It  was  a 
pity  that  she  should  have  lost  her  temper  and 
have  been  so  violent,  yet,  after  all,  not  so. 
For  she  gained  her  point  at  once,  and  thereby 
averted  much  futile  discussion.  It  was  settled 
that  the  transfer  should  be  made,  that  the  mar- 
riage should  be  solemnized  forthwith  ;  and  the 
next  thing  to  be  done  was  to  summon  Xathaniel 
to  the  council.  Some  of  his  friends  would 
doubtless  assist  him  in  the  job,  as  regarded  the 
trip  to  Paris.  That  could  be  easily  managed. 
As  James  had  said,  the  double  journey  would 
not  help  Sir  Arthur  to  regain  his  sanity.  The 
excitement  would  certainly  make  him  worse, 
and  then  the  transit  back  into  perfect  oblivion 
would  cause  him  to  deteriorate  still  further. 
Brunhilde  was  astonished  when  she  found  her- 
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self  thus  coldly  weighing  the  chances.  The 
impetus  of  that  first  slide  might  not  be  resisted. 
She  must  go  on  slipping,  all  her  powers  being 
directed  to  the  choosing  of  a  soft  place  whereon 
she  and  her  feeble  love  might  deftly  alight. 
Her  conduct  was  not  so  shocking  as  it  seemed, 
she  persuaded  herself.  If  Mr.  Patterson  was 
in  his  right  mind,  and  chose  to  remain  where 
he  was,  it  stood  to  reason  that  an  asylum  must 
be  a  pleasant  retreat,  removed  from  the  mad- 
ding crowd,  whose  inmates  might  dream  their 
lives  away  unfretted  by  the  world's  rack.  If 
Mr.  Patterson  preferred  voluntary  duress,  then 
the  place  of  his  abode  could  not  be  so  very 
awful,  and  Sir  Arthur  could  not  be  so  much  to 
be  pitied,  even  if  he  were  to  recover  some  day 
and  find  himself  caged  for  life.  For  so  much 
was  tacitly  understood  at  last,  which  was  a 
comfort.  Sane  or  insane,  the  baronet  must 
return  to  society  no  more.  It  was  a  painful 
necessity  to  keep  him  locked  up,  for  James's 
sake.  What  a  mercy  to  have  arrived  at  this, 
for  the  successful  carrying  out  of  which  no  plan 
could  be  more  convenient  than  the  one  she  had 
invented. 
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On  her  return  to  the  cottage,  the  Creole 
doffed  her  gorgeous  raiment,  washed  her  heated 
face,  and,  attired  in  a  becoming  peignoir,  sum- 
moned the  factotum  to  her  presence.  It  is 
amazing  how  crabbed  Fate  can  be,  upsetting 
the  neatest  schemes,  annulling  the  cleverest 
combinations,  whose  transcendent  artfulness 
should  disarm  ill-nature.  What  an  untoward 
circumstance  it  was  that  Nathaniel  should  have 
been  strolling  in  the  garden  hard  by  the  Wedg- 
wood room  while  his  goddess  was  raging  within. 
Why  was  he  not  in  the  road,  or  smoking  a  pipe 
in  his  sanctum,  anywhere,  rather  than  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  that  apartment?  Through  a 
bush  he  beheld  the  agony  of  his  mistress  as  she 
tore  her  hair  upon  the  floor;  overheard  her  pas- 
sionate expressions  of  love  for  her  companion  ; 
saw  him  kneeling  on  the  carpet  by  her  side, 
fondling  her  hands  and  murmuring  consolation  ; 
marked  him  sitting  at  the  davenport  a  little 
later  with  her  arm  about  his  neck.  He  took  in 
the  scene  with  lowering  brow,  muttering  curses 
between  his  teeth. 

The  strange  fascination  she  had  always  exert- 
ed over  him  took  the  form,  as  he  gazed,  of  phy- 
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sical  pain.  The  blood  tingled  to  bis  finger  ends, 
then  rushed  back  in  a  choking  wave  to  his 
heart.  To  be  so  near,  yet  as  far  out  of  reach  as 
if  the  Atlantic  rolled  between.  Why  was  he 
doomed  to  worship  one  who,  so  far  as  concerned 
hiui  might  never  be  more  than  a  shadow  ?  Was 
he  to  slave  and  slave  without  reward  ;  to  wear 
himself  to  fiddle-strings  with  a  smile  for  guer- 
don %  The  wayfarers  in  the  street  got  that,  in 
return  for  transient  admiration  that  cost  nothing. 
AVhat  he  desired  he  scarce  knew,  for  when  in 
petulance  she  had  said,  "  You  surely  don't  ex- 
pect me  to  become  Madame  Bodfish?"  he  had 
bowed  his  head  in  silence.  She  was  right  and 
he  was  foolish,  but  it  was  his  fault  that  she  de- 
scended sometimes  so  close — so  close,  and  filled 
his  mind  with  chimeras. 

Yet,  so  long  as  she  deigned  to  use  it,  she 
might  surely  have  condescended  to  show  a 
little  consideration,  in  that  the  obedient  tool 
could  be  sensible  of  anguish.  But  no.  He  was 
of  wood,  without  ears,  eyes,  feeling.  It  was 
settled  as  a  horrid  necessity,  that  the  adored 
one  was  some  day  to  be  Mrs.  James  Dyson, 
with  thirty  thousand  pounds  a  year  ;  but  in  the 
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meantime  these  amorous  dallyings  were  offen- 
sive to  him  in  the  extreme.  Brunhilde,  had  she 
deigned  to  understand  anything  of  this,  would 
have  justly  retorted  that,  if  the  watchdog  had 
not  been  prying  through  a  window,  he  would 
not  have  witnessed  the  scene  that  gave  him 
pain.  To  which  he  in  turn  would  have  replied 
with  truth  that  to  hear  the  beloved  voice  in 
plaintive  accents  compelled  attention,  whate'er 
the  direful  issue. 

All  that  Mr.  Bodfish  was  quite  sure  about  was 
that  he  was  ill-used.  If  he  had  been  acquainted 
with  the  Pentateuch  he  would  have  reflected 
over  the  number  of  years  through  which  Jacob, 
in  a  humble  domestic  capacity,  sighed  for 
Rachel,  and  his  success  at  last.  But  his  ignor- 
ance of  such  legends,  as  of  many  other  things, 
was  crass,  and  he  considered  within  himself 
whether  it  might  not  be  conducive  to  future  con- 
tentment if  he  were  to  make  an  effort  and  "  cut 
it." 

Hence  he  was  in  an  unfortunate  humour, 
longing  for  he  knew  not  what,  and  resentful  of 
coaxings  which  he  knew  full  well  were  mean- 
ingless, when  summoned  to   the  fairy  boudoir ; 
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and  he  maintained  a  stiff  attitude  of  dignity 
when  invited  to  take  a  seat. 

"Nat/" 

"  Don't  call  me  Nat.     I've  told  you  so  afore." 

"  I  will  in  private.  I'll  call  you  what  I  choose. 
You  read  that  paper  before  you  tossed  it  to  me 
through  the  carriage  window  1" 

«  Yes.'" 

«  What  did  you  think  of  it?" 

if  Imperence."     Laconic  this,  but  to  the  point. 

"  Well.  But  such  impudence  is  by  not  means 
harmless.     That  woman  may  ruin  us  all." 

"  Woman  ?     Thought  it  was  a  man." 

"Man  and  woman  both,"  Mrs.  Patterson  re- 
plied, sharply.  After  storming  James  into  a 
tractable  mood,  it  was  hard  to  have  to  lure 
Nathaniel. 

"  Mr.  Dyson  and  I  have  been  going  into  the 
matter  thoroughly.  Sir  Arthur  must  leave 
Corbould  House  and  be  transferred  te  France. 
It  is  Mr.  Dyson's  wish." 

Mr.  Dyson  !  Always  that  hateful  Mr.  Dyson. 
A  mood  of  obstinate  auger  took  possession  of 
Nat. 

"  Pooh  !  Mr.  Dyson's  wish !   How  about  mine?" 
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"  Yours  ?  What  have  you  got  to  do  with  it  ?" 
"No  more  humbug — I'm  sick  of  it,"  answered 
Nathaniel,  spreading  wide  his  legs,  with  a  grim 
sense  of  power.  "  That  there  baronight  be- 
longs to  me,  and  without  me  you  can't  and 
shan't  do  nothing.  Don't  make  any  mistake. 
Mr.  Dyson's  wish  !  Pooh !  and  pooh  again,  and 
ever  so  many  times.  You're  always  a-shoving 
him  down  my  throat.  You  take  me  for  a 
greater  ninny  than  I  am — as  great  a  one  as 
him,  which  ain't  no  compliment.  Here  it  is  in  a 
nutshell.  By  a  series  of  sarcumstances,  no  mat- 
ter what,  a  gent  with  a  pot  of  money  becomes 
my  property — my  tame  animal  with  a  collar 
round  his  neck,  and  my  name  and  address  as 
his  master.  I  go  and  look  at  him  in  his  hutch 
and  say,  'Good  Bouncer — pst — good  hound!' 
and  he  wags  his  tail,  and  licks  my  hand.  Well 
and  good.  Xow,  I  ain't  a-goin'  to  have  any 
Dysons  giving  themselves  airs  with  my  pro- 
perty. 

Downright  rebellion,  and  at  so  critical  a 
juncture  !  There  was  a  dogged  determination 
to  stand  no  nonsense  about  the  lowering  brow 
of  Bodfish,  and  a  forbidding  glitter  in  his  tawny 
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eyes,  which  fairly  roused  Brunhilde.  The  inso- 
lent varlet!  She  had  humoured  and  petted, 
and  spoilt  him,  and  he  was  preparing  to  snap 
at  his  kind  mistress,  instead  of  standing  on  his 
hind  legs  as  bidden.  Her  temper,  scarce  grown 
calm,  arose.  The  classic  face  was  flushed,  the 
delicate  nostrils  were  distended,  but  the  astute 
Nathaniel  was  of  other  stuff  from  James,  who 
had  cowered  under  the  whirlwind.  Like  one 
who  stands  on  a  ship's  prow  in  a  hurricane,  and 
appreciates  the  boiling  surge,  he  could  admire 
the  points  of  beauty  in  the  Creole's  wrath. 
When  she  flew  into  a  passion,  he  exulted  and 
inwardly  cried,  "  Bravo,  you  splendid  fury !" 
Rage  gave  to  her  statuesque  loveliness  the  one 
quality  it  lacked.  She  was  the  perfect  marble 
still,  but  animated,  endowed  with  life. 

Nat  bore  her  scornful  glance  without  quailing, 
and,  controlling  herself  by  a  superhuman  effort, 
she  tried  to  smile. 

"  Good  hound,  indeed !"  she  cried,  with  a 
display  of  pearly  teeth.  "  Carlo,  to  heel,  sir  ! 
For  shame !"  but  the  old  charm  was  powerless 
for  the  time  being,  the  scene  he  had  witnessed 
through  the  window  of  the  Wedgwood   room 
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remained  before  his  eyes.  Nathaniel  did  not 
flush  and  palpitate  under  the  siren's  accents. 
On  the  contrary,  he  stood  in  the  slouching  atti- 
tude that  characterised  him,  his  bony  wrists  ris- 
ing like  bulbs  out  of  his  sleeves,  his  long,  flat 
feet,  spread  straight,  a  cynical  grin  raising  the 
corner  of  his  lip. 

"  Bon't  make  any  mistake.  I've  been  jockied 
enough,"  he  said,  with  drastic  emphasis.  "  If 
you  want  anything  done  with  my  property,  I'm 
willing,  just  to  oblige  you,  but  you  must  ax  me 
civil." 

Here  was  a  blow.  Dragon's  teeth  were  ris- 
ing in  all  directions ;  warriors  armed  cap-a-pie. 

44  You've  been  drinking  again,"  exclaimed  the 
Creole. 

"  Haven't.  You  taught  me  a  lesson  that 
time.  No  good  comes  of  babbling.  You  and  I 
must  understand  each  other,  as  I've  had 
enough    of    tricks.     An     eye    for    an    eye,    a 

tooth !       You    come   palavering   me,     and 

what  do  I  get  in  exchange,  I'd  like  to  know." 

"  Exchange,"  echoed  Mrs.  Patterson,  "  kind- 
ness and  patronage — a  provision  for  life." 

••  What  were  the  terms  of  the  bargain  ?" 

M  2 
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u  Obedience  complete  and  entire — faithful 
service  blindly  rendered.  You  sought  me,  re- 
member— not  I  you." 

"  I  thought  you  were  good  then,"  mused  Nat, 
"  and  I  did  want  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  since 
the  parson  nagged  about  it  so — leastways  to 
try  it.  But  it  warn't  to  be.  I  thought  it  'ud 
be  good  to  reform,  with  you  to  help  and  show 
me  the  way.  Reform !  My  word.  You  lovely 
devil.  I've  seen  through  you  this  long  while, 
and  you've  made  me  a  jolly  sight  worse  than  I 
was  afore,  which  is  the  way  with  women." 

That  familiar  manner  of  his  again — and  he  was 
evidently  sober,  too.  The  protegd  was  grow- 
ing sadly  unruly,  and  must  be  curbed  while 
there  was  time. 

"If  you  cannot  do  as  you  are  told,  we  shall 
have  to  part,"  the  Creole  remarked,  severely. 
"How  would  you  like  that?" 

The  domineering  ways  of  a  sultana  became 
her  well ;  but  a  third  person,  had  there  been  one 
present,  wouldliave  smiled  at  the  vanity  which 
put  forth  its  cloven  foot.  That  men  should  fall 
down  and  worship  was  natural;  banishment 
from  the   presence,    the   weightiest   of  punish- 
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meats;  and  the  stroke  told;  for  summary  dis- 
missal had  evidently  not  occurred  to  the  once 
humble  devotee  who  was  making  a  clumsy  en- 
deavour to  assert  himself. 

Xat  looked  at  the  ceiling  with  one  eye  shut 
and  whistled. 

"  Get  rid  of  me.  Is  that  the  new  caper?  Do 
you  think  I'd  go  ?  How  like  a  female.  I 
thought  you  were  an  angel  once — the  Lord  for-  ' 
give  me,  for  I  s'pose  there  are  good  angels 
somewheres.  Since  your  memory's  so  good, 
you'll  p'r'aps  remember  that  I  likewise  said  I'd 
stick  to  you  like  wax.  I  will — take  my  word 
for  that.  Whatever  comes  of  it — where  you  go 
I  go — that's  settled." 

Brunhilde  hardly  _knew  whether  to  be  pleased 
or  the  reverse.  There  was  no  doubt  that 
Nathaniel  was  a  useful  person,  when  not  fam- 
iliarly disposed,  but  he  was  presumptuous,  and 
would  certainly  become  a  tyrant  unless  kept 
well  in  hand.  A  leer  wxas  spreading  itself  over 
his  visage,  which  she  did  not  like  at  all.  Anger 
got  the  better  of  prudence. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Nathaniel,  once  for  all,"  she 
said.     "  If  you  behave  with  propriety  and  re- 
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spect,  well  and  good — I'm  only  too  glad  to  have 
you.  But  if,  on  the  strength  of  confidential  mat- 
ters having  passed  between  us,  you  dare  in  the 
future  to  take  the  smallest  liberty,  out  of  my 
house  you  trundle,  bag  and  baggage/' 

The  young  man  grinned  and  whistled  before 
replying/then  drawing  his  chair  closer  he  brought 
his  face  into  unpleasant  proximity  to  hers. 

"  Like  wax,"  he  murmured,  with  uncouth 
tenderness.  "  I'm  not  going  to  quarrel  with 
you — for  I  love  you — there,  it's  out.  Don't  be 
afraid,  but  don't  kick  up  your  heels  too  high. 
Treat  me  civil,  and  I'll  be  a  door-mat  for  your 
dainty  feet,  but  don't;  do  t'other  thing,  for  I  can 
cut  up  rough." 

Mrs.  Patterson  started  from  her  seat,  while 
her  bosom  heaved  with  indignation.  Presump- 
tion, indeed !  Oh  !  the  folly  of  picking  up  stray 
eggs  and  hatching  them  upon  our  hearths. 
Lo !  they  are  cracked  by  the  genial  heat,  and 
from  the  broken  shells  crawl  vipers. 

Insolent  fellow  !  A  threat — a  distinct  threat 
— and  a  declaration — absolutely  a  declaration  ! 
That  he  should  adore  from  a  distance  was  right 
and  proper ;  but  that  he  should   presume,  with 
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his  impudent  face  close  to  hers,  to  tell  her  that 
he  loved  her  !  Was  Circe  to  be  torn  by  her  own 
swine  ?  She  had  brought  this  on  herself  by  a 
reckless  way  of  permitting  things  to  go  as  they 
liked,  which  made  the  humiliation  the  more 
bitter,  and  it  choked  her  with  rage. 

"Pack  up  your  things  this  very  evening!" 
she  hissed.  "  You  shall  have  a  handsome  re- 
ward for  past  service,  but  your  presence  in  this 
house  an  hour  longer  is  impossible.  How  dare 
you  ?     You  must  be  crazy  !" 

The  withering  contempt  that  flashed  from 
her  black  eyes  wounded  Nat  deeply,  for  under 
his  rugged  hide  lay  some  gentleness,  hidden  out 
of  sight  by  ignorance,  and  multifold  swTathings 
of  bad  example.  A  glimmer  of  malevolence 
took  the  place  of  the  admiring  leer. 

"  Kicked  out,  eh  ?  And  when  I'm  gone  how 
about  the  baronight  ?" 

Driven,  as  usual  by  impulse,  Brunhilde  did 
not  pause  to  wreigh  her  acts.  A  humble  protegv, 
picked  oat  of  the  gutter,  had  dared  to  be  pre- 
sumptuous. He  must  be  thrown  back  into  it 
with  all  possible  promptitude. 

"  Never  mind  the  baronet." 


168  GEHENNA. 

"  Do  you  expect  me  to  give  up  my  property  f" 
"  Mr.  Dyson  will  see  to  that." 
"Damn  Mr.  Dyson  !"  scowled  Nat,  and,  struck 
in   the  tenderest  spot,  the   ireful  lady  flashed 
out, 

"  You  common  brute !  If  I  were  to  tell  him 
of  your  insolence  he  would  horsewhip  your  soul 
out  of  your  carcase.  You  be  off  quietly,  and  I 
will  keep  silence,  at  any  rate  till  after  the 
wredding.     So  may  you  save  your  skin." 

She  could  not  resist  a  feminine  stab,  so  she 
added,  with  a  sneer, 

"  That  will  take  place  in  a  fortnight." 
i(  So  soon  !"     The  ugly  side  of  his  character 
assuming  the  mastery,  the  protege  ground  his 
teeth.     "I'll  stick  to  my  property,  that's  flat !" 
"  Nonsense  !     A  new  order  will  be  made  out, 
and  Mr.  Dyson  will  see  to  his  brother." 

"  No,  he  won't.  I'll  kick  up  a  row  and  claim 
him.     Then  nasty  facts  '11  come  out,  and  nasty 

things  be  said " 

"  You — come  forward,  you!"  scoffed  the  Creole, 
trembling  with  passion.  "  You,  Nathaniel  Bod- 
fish — escaped  convict — whose  portrait  is  in  the 
malefactor's  book  at  Scotland  Yard  !     For  two 
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pins  I  would  communicate  with  the  police  at 
once,  and  get  rid  of  you,  for  you  would  be  sent 
back  to  penal  servitude.'' 

The  arrow  hit  the  mark.     Nathaniel  turned 
livid,  and  bit  his  lip  till  the  blood  came. 

"  You'll  be  sorry  for  having  said  that,"  he 
said,  with  an  evil  squint  in  his  red  eyes.  "  Give 
me  up  to  the  rjolice  !  Make  use  of  information 
wheedled  out  of  me  when  drunk.  You  treacher- 
ous vixen  !  I  wouldn't  let  you  marry  that 
drivelling  donkey  if  I  wasn't  sure  that  you'd 
repent  it.  And  you  will  repent  it — mark  my 
words  !  Don't  call  names — d'ye  hear  ?  Two 
can  play  at  that — and  if  I'm  the  kettle  you're 
the  pot.  Keep  a  civil  tongue  in  that  figure- 
head of  yours,  or  it'll  be  the  worse  for  you. 
Hand  me  to  the  police !  Yah !  I've  a  rod  in 
pickle  for  you,  milady — such  as  you've  not 
dreamed  of  in  your  life.  You'll  be  crawling  on 
your  knees  for  mercy,  some  day,  or  I'm  a  Dutch- 
man— and  I'm  not  so  sure  that  you'll  get  it. 
Ta-ta  for  the  present,  and  you  chew  the  cud  of 
what  I've  said.  I  don't  want  apologies  from 
you — only  to  be  treated  proper." 

This   time   the   victory   was    with   Xat,  and 
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Brunhilde  acknowledged  as  much,  as,  pale  as 
death,  and  with  sharp  teeth  showing  under  his 
long,  narrow  lip,  he  swung  out  of  the  room  and 
slammed  the  door.  She  had  demonstrated 
to  him  that  he  could  not  dare  to  claim  the 
unhappy  man  whom  he  was  pleased  to  call  his 
property — that  such  a  threat  was  mere  bunkum  ; 
but  he  had  hinted  at  something  behind,  which 
for  the  present  was  hidden,  and  which  threaten- 
ed harm.  To  her  taunt  of  a  gaol-bird  he  had 
retorted  with  a  counter-threat  of  vague  and 
sinister  portent.  What  was  the  rod  in  pickle  ? 
Brag,  nothing  but  bluster,  of  course,  and  yet 
there  wras  an  expression  in  the  ferret-eyes, 
before  the  wicked  look  faded  from  his  face,  like 
that  of  a  rat  at  bay. 

Left  alone,  Mrs.  Patterson  speedily  repented 
of  her  violence.  To  quarrel  with  one  from 
whom  we  desire  a  favour  is  never  wise,  the 
less  so  when  there  is  no  other  mortal  upon 
earth  who  can  do  us  the  same  good  turn. 
With  the  aggressive  Winthrop  on  the  track, 
urged  on  by  the  governess,  the  strictest  prud- 
ence was  more  than  ever  called  for ;  and  here, 
just  as  it  was  urgent  that  he  should  make  him- 
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self  of  use,  the  goddess  whom  he  was  to  serve 
had  been  calling  her  worshipper  hard  names — 
the  very  hardest  in  her  vocabulary — such  as  had 
been  able  to  change  his  pallid  face  from  drab  to 
ghastly  green.  But  then  the  provocation  had 
been  great.  He  whom  she  condescended  to 
protect,  dared  to  tell  her  openly  of  his  love — 
how  low  she  must  have  sunk  ere  the  timid 
devotee  could  pluck  up  courage  enough  to  in- 
sult her  thus!  And  what  had  she  done  to 
deserve  the  insult?  The  innate  spirit  of  coque- 
try— the  lust  of  power — was  responsible  for 
all  the  trouble.  On  board  that  vessel  bound 
for  England,  the  humble  incense  offered  to  her 
vanity  even  by  a  lowly  sailor  was  not  to  be 
overlooked,  but  rather  to  be  accepted  as  part 
and  parcel  of  the  general  worship  which  was 
due  from  all  classes  of  the  male  population. 
Until  she  fell  genuinely  in  love  with  James, 
she  was  content  to  sit  on  a  throne  while  the 
male  world  in  the  abstract  bowed  before  it, 
listening  with  lazy  interest  to  the  prolonged 
hum  of  its  homage,  without  caring  to  part 
one  note  from  its  neighbour.  So  was  it  when 
the    gaunt   fellow  met  her  in    the    street   and 
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petitioned  for  the  role  of  slave.  What  more 
natural  than  that  he  should  have  been  enslaved ; 
that  unknown  hundreds — at  a  respectful  dis- 
tance— should  also  bow  their  necks?  But  that 
one  of  them  should  blurt  out  his  love  tale  in 
vulgar  English — plain,  unvarnished — was  quite 
another  matter,  which  called  for  severe  reproof, 
and  it  was  deplorable  that  the  offender  should 
accept  his  castigation  with  such  ill  grace,  and 
strut  off  with  door-slammings  and  vengeful 
gestures. 

Under  his  still  demeanour  Nat  breathed  fire 
and  brimstone.  His  words  were  not  many,  but 
much  to  the  point.  "  You'll  be  crawling  for 
mercy  on  your  knees,  and  I'm  not  sure  that 
you'll  get  it."  This  from  a  serf,  who,  but  a 
span  since,  had  clasped  upon  his  neck  the  yoke 
of  serfdom  with  exultant  joy  !  What  a  falling 
off  was  here — what  grievous  backsliding !  And 
he  declined  to  accept  dismissal.  "  Where  thou 
goest  1  will  go,"  was  very  touching  in  the 
mouth  of  Ruth,  who  wras  a  charming  young 
lady — but  the  effect  of  the  words  is  not  the 
same  when  spoken  by  a  fugitive  from  justice, 
who  has  worn  the  garb  of  the  felon.     On  the 
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whole  Mrs.  Patterson  much  regretted  having 
been  precipitate — for  it  was  plain  that  some- 
thing must  be  done  about  the  removal  of  Sir 
Arthur  at  once  from  the  machinations  of  the 
meddling  governess.,  and,  without  the  assistance 
of  him  who  had  signed  the  order,  abrupt  removal 
would  be  impossible. 

Nat  meanwhile  retired  to  his  sanctum,  and 
gave  vent  to  outraged  feelings. 

u  Speak  to  me,  as  have  been  so  true  and 
faithful  to  her,  as  if  I  were  the  dirt  on  the  road  ! 
Threaten  me  with  the  pleece  ?  What  a  vile 
trick  !"  That  was  the  burden  of  his  song  as  he 
reviewed  the  quarrel. 

Here  again  is  an  example  of  the  false  con- 
clusions to  which  we  may  arrive  from  ignorance 
of  the  moving  spring.  Having  no  experience 
of  the  drifting  theory  and  the  lamentable  quan- 
daries to  which  it  sometimes  leads,  judging  by 
results  only,  Mr.  Bodfish  had  come  to  reckon 
up  his  mistress  as  infinitely  more  peccant  than 
she  was.  He  had  pieced  together  fragments 
of  her  conduct,  unconsciously  bridging  gaps 
where  motives  were  wanting  with  such  as 
would   have   guided   himself    if    placed   under 
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similar  conditions,  and  so  he  came  without 
difficulty  to  the  conclusion  that  his  own  career 
and  hers  must  inevitably  incline  to  evil.  That 
idea  of  turning  over  a  new  leaf  was  a  foolish 
one.  If  a  person  had  told  him  that  Mrs.  Pat- 
terson's recent  line  of  conduct  was  the  offspring 
of  innocent  beginnings,  he  would  have  repu- 
diated such  a  stain  upon  her  skill. 

That  the  haughty,  majestic  creature,  with  the 
smooth  brow  and  noble  mien,  should  have  de- 
liberately consigned  an  aged  husband,  and  a  man 
for  whose  fortune  she  hankered,  to  life-long  im- 
prisonment, while  she  consorted  with  dukes  and 
duchesses,  had  something  about  it  so  luridly  splen- 
did that  his  appreciative  ken  was  dazzled.  He 
would  have  repudiated  it,  as  a  cruel  suggestion 
— born  of  envy  and  malice — if  anyone  had  hint- 
ed that  she  had  not  done  anything  of  the  sort, 
but  had  merely  taken  advantage  of  purely  for- 
tuitous circumstances?  No.  She  was  a  true 
artist,  such  an  one  as  compelled  admiration 
from  fellow  artists  of  a  lower  grade.  And  so 
it  was  that  Nathaniel,  findiug  himself  in  the 
same  boat  with  her,  was  drawn  to  the  level 
of  his  divinity,  and  failed  to  see  the  awful  pre- 
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sumption  of  his  too  ardent  and  familiar  ways. 
Besides,  she  had  encouraged  him.  That  mid- 
night conference  in  this  very  sanctum,  wherein 
she  made  him  drunk,  had  fired  new  thoughts 
and  ambitions  in  his  breast  which  had  ended  in 
this  disastrous  explosion.  She  was  constantly 
applying  for  assistance  to  him,  thereby  show- 
ing that  he  became  more  and  more  necessary 
to  her — and,  finding  how  she  leaned  on  him, 
was  it  not  natural  that  he  should  presume? 

His  constantly  increasing  contempt  for  James 
but  added  to  the  disgust  which  grew  on  him  as 
he  contemplated  the  proposed  triumvirate. 
Was  it  really  possible,  he  asked  himself,  for  the 
sake  of  sordid  pelf,  to  abandon  the  divinity  to 
this  hateful  rival  ?  To  say  to  the  despised  but 
too  fortunate  James,  <;  Take  the  treasure  and 
be  happy  "  ? 

The  struggle  was  maddening ;  his  heart  was 
rent  in  twain  ;  and  then  he  would  strive  to  find 
fierce  comfort  in  the  notion  that  to  leave  them 
to  each  other  would  be  for  them  to  fall  under 
his  lash,  to  which  was  appended  the  third 
thong — the  implement  of  coercion  that  he  had 
just  now  mentioned  as   a  "  rod  in  pickle."     If 
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she  was  to  remain  out  of  hand  reach,  the  whip 
should  smite  her  yet — ay,  and  James  too,  the 
hateful  James.  And  then,  to  keep  himself  in  a 
properly  vindictive  frame  of  mind,  he  would  be 
obliged  to  go  to  his  secret  hiding-place,  and, 
pulling  up  the  board,  pat  the  concealed  bottle  -T 
sinking  by  fits  and  starts  into  a  maudlin  state 
of  admiration,  which  was  painful  since  it  must 
be  hopeless. 

Blowing  thus  hot  and  cold  by  turns,  he  had 
gone  on  from  day  to  day  until  the  scene  in  the 
'Wedgwood  room  had  sickened  and  exasperated 
his  soul,  and  so  it  came  about  that  his  heart 
found  speech,  incautiously  blurted  out  its  secret, 
and  met  with  the  subsequent  rebuff.  As  he 
thought  it  over,  the  more  exasperated  did  he 
become.  He  could  not  perceive  that  Mrs. 
Patterson  would  never  have  permitted  herself 
those  wayward  tricks — those  tappings  of  a 
cheek  with  a  finger — if  she  had  not  considered 
the  social  distance  between  the  twain  to  be 
infinite.  Carlo,  the  watchdog,  was  a  useful 
beast,  but  at  the  best  a  lower  animal.  The 
most  prudish  could  find  no  impropriety  in  the 
fondling  of  a  hound.     If  we  wish  him   to  go 


WHEX  GREEK  MEETS  GREEK.       177 

through  his  tricks  we  must  offer  an  inducement 
— a  pat  on  the  head  and  a  piece  of  sugar.  That 
which  the  presuming  vassal  had  taken  for  en- 
couragement, was  precisely  the  reverse,  and  he 
was  in  no  wise  justified  in  using  foul  epithets  as  he 
reflected  in  his  solitude  on  the  Creole's  conduct. 
Jilt — coquette — traitress  !  were  freely  poured 
out  upon  the  air,  but  instead  of  bringing  relief 
they  merely  added  fuel  to  the  flame.  She  had 
led  him  into  making  a  fool  of  himself,  and  then 
had  fired  off  a  volley  of  sarcasms — made  a 
target  of  him  for  withering  scorn. 

His  words,  when  he  left  her,  were  not  devoid 
of  dignity.  The  mysterious  hidden  spring  of 
generosity,  deep  down  within,  welled  up  for  an 
instant.  He  did  not  wish  her  to  degrade  her- 
self by  apologising,  only  to  mend  her  manners. 
But,  as  the  numbness  of  pain  wore  off,  a  tingling 
began  which  called  for  a  pungent  remedy. 
Second  thoughts  are  not  always  best.  If  he 
had  continued  to  act  on  the  magnanimous  lines 
with  which  he  started,  all  might  have  been 
well,  for,  as  we  know,  the  lady  was  already 
sorry  for  her  harshness,  and  would  have  said  so 
on  the  first  opportunity.     But,  as  he  thought  and 
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thought,  the  sense  of  injury  and  outrage  became 
so  powerful,  that  the  bubbling  of  the  sweet 
waters  subsided  again.  The  jade  who  had 
flouted  him,  and  threatened  him  with  the  police 
must  learn  to  fear  him  as  her  master.  That 
third  thong  should  wring  her  withers  when  the 
time  came,  but  he  could  not  wait  for  that. 
Why,  he  said  to  himself  in  his  indignation, 
should  he  wait  ?  Indeed,  now  that  he  knew 
that  she  really  loved  the  odious  James,  and 
would  cling  to  him,  he  was  not  quite  sure  that 
he  would  allow  the  marriage.  They  had  named 
a  day,  had  they  ?  And  without  consulting  him 
who  would  rule  them  both.  They  were  going 
to  be  married  on  the  quiet,  were  they,  and  at 
once,  since  their  love  was  of  the  impatient 
sort  ?  They  should  not  do  anything  of  the 
kind.  And  they  were  even  impolitic  enough  to 
decide  what  was  to  happen  to  his  property — to 
treat  him  and  his  authority  with  no  more 
respect  than  if  he  were  a  chair  or  a  table! 
That  at  all  events  should  not  be.  They  must 
be  taught  a  sharp  lesson  at  once.  Sir  Arthur 
Dyson  was  to  be  shipped  to  France,  the  goddess 
had  explained,  in    order    that   Miss   Galbraith 
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might  not  bother.  Miss  Galbraith  should  be 
told  of  this  forthwith — and  the  information 
would,  of  course,  bring  her  flying  to  the  Grove 
to  make  a  scene.  There  wrould  be  tears,  en- 
treaties, hysterics,  before  she  could  be  got  rid 
of — the  house  wrould  be  turned  topsy-turvy. 
That  would  be  a  capital  lesson  in  submission, 
and  would  bring  these  lovers  to  their  bearings ; 
they  should  learn  to  their  sorrow  who  was 
master.  Filled  with  thoughts  of  revenge  and 
conquest — with  a  distant  vista  of  possible 
pardon  and  magnanimity — Mr.  Bodh'sh  acted 
on  his  impulse  before  retiring  to  rest. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


COUNTERMINES. 


T\R.    MELVIL    WINTHROP^S    countenance 

^  when  he  opened  a  modest  billet  which 
he  found  lurking  in  his  letter-box  was.  as  the 
penny-a-liners  say  when  their  descriptive 
powers  fail,  "  quite  a  study."  Having  arranged 
matters  so  ingeniously  with  Patsey,  he  was 
waiting  for  Mr.  Patterson's  reply,  not  doubting 
but  that  the  voluntary  prisoner  in  question 
would  recognise  the  necessity  of  leaving  his 
retirement.  Melvil  had  written  so  strongly 
with  regard  to  the  mal-practices  of  a  certain 
lady  that,  judging  from  his  own  new-born 
earnestness,  he  fully  expected  an  answer  by 
return  of  post,  and,  finding  that  none  came, 
was  put  to  his  wit's  end  to  imagine  a  cause  for 
its  delay.     Surely  Mr.  Patterson  would  not  be 
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so  foolishly  romantic,  so  morbidly  selfish,  as  to 
allow  his  distempered  inclination  to  stand  in 
the  way  of  duty — to  the  extent  of  permitting 
Sir  Arthur  Dyson  to  fall  a  sacrifice.  No,  that 
was  impossible,  since  it  was  he  who  first  sug- 
gested that  Sir  Arthur  only  needed  rest  to 
bring  about  his  cure,  and  called  on  the  young 
medico  to  see  to  it.  Three  days  passed.  Dr. 
YVinthrop  was  tired  of  searching  in  the  box, 
weary  of  sending  messages  to  Cloris,  imploring 
her  to  keep  up  her  spirits.  It  became  needful 
to  look  the  matter  in  the  face.  Supposing  that 
^\Ir.  Patterson  declined  to  help,  what  then  ?  A 
deadlock.  It  was  evident  the  Creole's  influence 
over  Mr.  Dyson  was  paramount.  What  she 
ordained,  that  would  he  do,  unless  she  were 
exposed  in  all  her  infamy.  If  he  were  informed 
that  his  betrothed  had  a  husband  alive,  he 
would  call  on  the  slanderer  to  prove  his  words, 
and  there  was  no  way  of  doing  this  without 
producing  that  husband.  Given  that  the  hus- 
band who  already  had  effaced  himself  for  her 
sake  had  declined  to  interfere,  there  was  abso- 
lutely no  way  out  of  the  maze — none — and  the 
adored  Cloris  would  be  condemned  to  sit  with 
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bands  before  her,  powerless,  and  wateb  tbe  man 
sbe   loved,  and  who    bad    gone  crazy  for  ber 
sake,  gliding  slowly,  but  surely  into  the  dark 
realms  of  permanent  dementia.     It  would  break 
ber  heart,  and  at  the  thought  of  that  Melvil 
groaned  in  spirit.     For,  having  finally  accepted 
the  role  of  brother,  he  was   steadfastly   deter- 
mined to  be  a  good  and  trusty  one.     He  would 
die  a  cross  old  bachelor  after  having  devoted 
his  life  to  the  remedying  of  lunacy  abuses,  to 
the    overthrow    of    the    Lunacy    Code.     That 
notion   of    escaping   to   New   Zealand    was    a 
cowardly  one.     Work  was  the  best  cure  for  his 
ailment — useful,    all-engrossing    work.      More- 
over, he  had  been  guilty  of  such   a  series  of 
mistakes  as  would  demand  a  vast  amount   of 
condonation.     If  misapplied  zeal  had  not  run 
away  with  him,   if  he  had   not   neglected   his 
opportunities,  he  might  now  be  in  hourly  unre- 
stricted communion  with  the  person  who  alone 
could  break  the  spell.     But  by  his  own  foolish- 
ness he  had  closed  the  door  upon  himself,  and 
he  was  driven  to  wriggle  through  a  keyhole, 
instead  of  stepping  boldly  across  the  threshold. 
Well,  there  is  no  use  in  grumbling  over  past 


COUNTERMINES.  183 

mistakes.  It  had  been  wise  to  make  friends 
with  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness  in  the 
form  of  Patsey,  though  up  to  the  present  mo- 
ment little  good  had  come  of  it.  But  when,  on 
the  fourth  day  after  communicating  with  the 
attendant,  a  modest  billet  lurked  in  the  box  at 
last,  he  popped  it  in  his  pocket,  and  "flew  to 
Miss  Galbraith,  who  occupied  a  lodging  in  the 
neighbourhood.  For  when  it  came  home  to 
her  that  her  suspicions  were  just,  and  she  was 
convinced  that  there  really  was  a  conspiracy 
for  the  undoing  of  the  hapless  lunatic,  she  re- 
linquished her  situation  in  the  country  and 
came  to  sojourn  in  town,  the  better  to  curry 
out  the  task  she  had  imposed  upon  herself. 

Together  the  brother  and  sister,  united  in 
the  holy  cause  of  right  versus  wrong,  opened 
the  billet,  and  consternation  was  depicted  on 
the  visage  of  each.  An  anonymous  informant, 
who  used  the  first  person  with  a  little  i,  con- 
sidered it  his  duty  to  tell  those  who  were  inter- 
ested that  Sir  Arthur  Dyson  would  shortly  be 
whisked  off  to  foreign  parts,  in  order  that 
certain  persons  should  not  be  able  to  worrit 
about    him    any    more.      He,    the    informant, 
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"wished  them  well,  being  disgusted  with  the 
ingratitude  of  a  certain  other  person  whose 
hoighty-toighty  domineering  was  more  than 
could  be  stood,  and  with  best  respicks  remained 
a  well-wisher. 

"  What  an  incarnate  fiend  !"  cried  Cloris. 

"What  a  clever  woman!"  ejaculated  Melvil. 

That  it  was  a  master  stroke  of  policy,  even 
Cloris  was  compelled  reluctantly  to  admit,  as, 
conscious  of  inability  to  cope  with  such  a  foe, 
the  governess  melted  into  tears. 

This  wicked,  dreadful  thing  must  be  pre- 
vented at  all  hazards.  She  would  write  to  the 
newspapers  and  tell  the  story ;  she  would  wait 
on  the  Lord  Chancellor's  doorstep  and  fall  at 
his  feet  as  he  came  out  for  a  stroll — cling  to 
the  tail  of  his  frock-coat  till,  like  the  unjust 
judge,  he  barkened  to  her  importunity.  There 
was  nothing  she  would  not  do  to  save  the 
victim,  and  checkmate  the  fiend.  She  would 
take  up  her  position  at  the  gate  at  Corbould 
House,  and  raise  an  outcry  when  the  carriage 
passed  through  Bow,  entreating  the  public  to 
take  the  law  into  its  own  hands,  and  rescue  the 
wretched  prisoner.     To  all  these  brilliant,  but. 


COUNTERMINES.  185 

desperate  and  unpractical  suggestions  Melvil 
shook  bis  Lead.  Xo  good  would  come  of 
■writing  to  the  newspapers,  since  the  patient 
was  certified  as  insane  by  the  great  Sir  Jes- 
samy  Dobbs.  He,  Melvil,  might  be  of  opinion 
that  different  treatment  would  induce  recovery, 
but  what  was  his  opinion  in  the  balance  with 
that  of  Pagani?  If  he  were  to  endeavour  to 
strengthen  his  position  by  stating  that  the 
superintendent  of  Corbould  House  was  too 
busy  dreaming  about  theory,  to  give  attention 
to  his  practice,  who  would  believe  it?  The 
public  would  laugh,  the  editor  would  probably 
refuse  to  publish  his  letters,  for  was  it  not 
evident  that  this  was  done  in  malice,  to  injure 
an  acknowledged  savant,  who  had  been  under 
the  necessity  of  dismissing  the  accuser  from  his 
service  ? 

Neither  was  there  the  least  use  in  clinging  to 
the  coat-tail  of  the  Chancellor.  That  worthy 
would  ask  by  what  right  the  eccentric  damsel 
interfered  ?  Was  she  a  relative — even  a  fifteenth 
cousin,  ever  so  many  times  removed  ?  Xo,  she 
was  not.  Had  not  the  patient  relatives  !  Yes, 
two  brothers,  honourable  men,  respected  by  all 
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who  knew  them.  Should  she  so  far  prevail,  by 
raising  a  comely  face  in  tears,  as  to  be  listened 
to  while  she  talked  of  the  misdeeds  of  the 
Creole,  the  old  gentleman  would  see  in  this  a 
case  of  woman's  jealousy,  and  escape  with  all 
speed  from  her  clutches.  Even  if  he  conde- 
scended to  look  into  the  case  nothing  would 
come  of  it.  Ledgers,  being  consulted,  would 
speak.  The  question  had  'been  brought  up 
before.  Had  not  clerks  indited  reams  to  other 
clerks,  who  had  docketed  the  reams,  and  tied 
them  with  tape,  and  squeezed  them  in  a  press, 
and  made  a  precis  of  them  in  a  book,  and  used 
up  a  vast  amount  of  time,  ink,  and  pens? 
Everything  was  all  right.  The  poor  young 
lady  was  a  little  mad  herself — a  monomaniac — 
perhaps  the  shortest  plan  to  achieve  peace 
would  be  to  have  her  examined  by  competent 
practitioners,  lest  haply  she,  too,  should  stand 
in  need  of  a  strait-waistcoat.  As  to  waiting 
outside  Corbould  House,  she  would  simply  be 
consigned  to  the  police,  who  would  lock  her  up 
in  the  cells,  whilst  the  '  baronet  was  being 
conveyed  into  oblivion. 

No.     Straightforward   and    honest   measures 
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were  of  no  avail  in  such  a  crisis.  People  who 
have  no  principle  must  be  fought  with  their 
own  dirty  weapons.  It  was  not  a  nice  thing  to 
have  to  do,  but,  if  people  grub  underground  to 
overthrow  us,  we  must  condescend  to  grub 
still  lower.  There  must  be  some  reason  for 
this  sudden  move  on  the  part  of  the  conspira- 
tors. "What  was  it?  Was  Patsey  playing  a 
double  game  ?  There  was  nothing  for  it  but 
for  the  young  doctor  to  put  his  pride  in  his 
pocket,  and  cross-question  the  crafty  attendant. 

This  was  no  light  offering  which  he  proposed 
to  lay  on  the  shrine  of  his  devotion,  and  Cloris 
caused  his  heart  to  beat  by  the  look  of  thanks 
with  which  she  paid  him. 

"I  think  sometimes  that  I  am  the  most 
miserable  of  women,"  she  whispered,  smiling 
through  her  tears,  "  instead  of  which  I  am  the 
most  ungrateful.  Heaven  raises  up  a  friend  for 
him  and  me  in  our  dire  strait — a  staunch,  true 
friend  to  whom  we  shall  look  up  in  future  years 
as  to  a  benefactor.  Without  you  I  should  sink 
with  despair  and  give  it  up.  Go,  and  God 
bless  you  always." 

So  Melvil  started  on  his  errand,  pleased  and 
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proud  to  think  that  his  tilt  with  Apollyon  was 
over,  and  that  he  had  floored  him.  The  strug- 
gle had  been  severe,  but  his  better  self  had 
triumphed.  It  was  clear  from  what  she  said, 
that  the  damsel  would  be  Lady  Dyson  if  the 
baronet  were  saved,  and  it  was  a  truly  heroic 
act  to  rescue  a  rival,  and  win  that  happiness  for 
him  which  was  placed  beyond  his  own  reach. 
The  heroism  of  the  proceeding  was  so  primrose- 
hued,  that  the  contemplation  of  it  almost  coun- 
terbalanced the  disagreeables  which  would  have 
to  be  gone  through  ere  the  coveted  goal  could 
be  attained.  To  a  young  man  who  respects 
himself,  it  is  no  slight  ordeal  to  have  to  hover 
like  a  thief  in  the  night  about  the  premises 
from  which  he  has  been  expelled.  And  yet 
there  was  no  other  method  of  gaining  the  end 
that  was  to  bring  comfort  to  Cloris.  He  must 
lurk  about  the  lane  at  nightfall,  watch  for  some 
attendant  who  might  happen  to  come  out  on 
leave,  and  induce  him  to  bear  a  message  to 
Patsey.  What  if,  by  luck,  that  very  attendant 
should  chance  to  be  Patsey  himself?  That 
would  look  as  if  heaven  were  making  his  task 
as  light  as  possible,  and  would  be  a  good  omen 
of  future  success. 
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As  he  hoped,  so  it  turned  out,  and  Melvil's 
spirits  rose  accordingly. 

For  reasons  with  which  we  are  acquainted, 
Mr.    Patsev   declined   to    avail    himself  of    his 

■r 

weekly  half-holiday  for  the  sake  of  seeking 
diversion.  He  did  not,  as  others  did,  forget  the 
annoyances  of  his  profession  by  a  visit  to  a 
theatre  or  a  music-hall,  and  his  fellow  servitors 
frequently  twitted  him  on  this  subject.  He 
usually  spent  those  evenings  with  Pagani's 
servants,  or,  if  the  night  were  fine,  strolled  up 
and  down  the  secluded  alley,  pipe  in  mouth. 
On  this  particular  occasion  he  was  startled  to 
find  himself  suddenly  confronted  in  the  dark- 
ness by  the  "  third  guv  nor,"  whose  confidence 
he  had  betrayed  for  pelf.  Was  he  come  as  an 
avenger — to  chastise  him  for  his  deceit?  His 
first  impulse  was  to  run  away,  but  the  whole 
length  of  the  lane  was  betwixt  him  and  the 
porter's  lodge.  There  was  no  use  in  shouting 
for  help,  so  it  was  best  to  brazen  it  out. 

"Lawk!  if  there  ain't  Dr.  Winthrop !"  he 
exclaimed.  "A  fine  evening,  sir — a  balmy 
evening.  The  governor's  gone  out  to  dine. 
Might  it  be  him  as  you  cum  to  see?"' 
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Pagani  away.  That  was  most  fortunate. 
Johnstone  was,  of  course,  fully  occupied  at  this 
hour  worshipping  at  the  shrine  of  Bacchus. 
The  coast  was  clear.  The  Fates  were  in  a  good 
humour  for  once.  Mr.  Patsey  eyed  his  com- 
panion warily  as  they  walked  side  by  side 
under  the  hedgerow,  prepared  to  duck  his  head 
at  the  first  sign  of  violence.  But  there  was  no 
vengeance  in  the  heart  of  number  three.  How 
altered  that  stuck-up  personage  was,  to  be  sure, 
since  he  had  got  the  sack.  Deeply  considering 
something,  he  moved  calmly  along.  Mr.  Patsey 
wondered  what  was  in  the  wind. 

"  Whose  handwriting  is  this?"  the  doctor 
asked,  abruptly.  By  the  light  of  the  lamp  over 
the  gateway,  warily  keeping  out  of  arm's  length, 
the  attendant  examined  the  scrawl,  glancing 
now  and  then  at  his  companion  with  gathering 
perplexity. 

"  Here's  a  rum  start !"  he  muttered,  at  length, 
wrinkling  his  great  nose  as  he  scratched  his 
ginger  pate.  "Bodfish  told  me  to  intercept 
your  letters,  and  let  him  see  'em,  and  now  he 
writes  to  you  as  a  well-wisher." 

Then  Patsey  had  been  double-faced.     What 
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a  rascal !  But  of  course  he  bad.  Melvil  was 
too  much  interested  to  be  angry.  Bodfish ! 
The  peculiar  name  which  had  attracted  the 
young  doctor's  attention  when  he  examined  the 
baronet's  certificate ;  too  singular  a  name  to 
forget. 

;'  Bodfish  !"  he  exclaimed.  "  That  is  he  who 
signed  the  order  under  which  Sir  Arthur  Dyson 
is  confined  !  The  baronet  who  was  in  your 
ward  when  I  left." 

"  That's  him,"  returned  the  bewildered  Patsey. 
"1  thought  he  was  an  enemy  of  yours,  instead 
of  which  he  is  a  pal.  So  much  the  better. 
Though  I  might  a  bin  told.  Why  can't  a  chap 
speak  up?     But  if  you  are  all  pleased  I  am." 

The  riddle  was  deciphered  now.  This  Bod- 
fish must  be  an  accomplice  of  Mrs.  Patterson, 
who  had  succeeded  in  appending  his  name  to 
the  order,  that  the  baronet  might  be  altogether 
at  her  mercy.  A  clever  woman — one  who  de- 
served to  succeed.  What  a  pity  it  was  to  have 
to  circumvent  her  plot.  Yet  it  must  be  done 
for  the  sake  of  another  woman  who,  if  not 
clever,  had  the  advantage  of  being  good.  The 
communication  to  Mr.  Patterson  had  been  inter- 
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cepted.     The  Creole  was  aware  of  the  subter- 
ranean mining  of  her  enemies,  and  was  working 
away,  no  doubt,  with  her  own  shovel  and  pick- 
axe.     For    some    reason    or    other    her    own 
accomplice    was    turning    against   her.      Why 
Bodfish   should   turn   on   his    colleague  at  this 
critical  juncture,    it   was   impossible  to  divine. 
Sufficient  that  by  good  luck  he  was  doing  so. 
Having   surrendered  the  precious  clue,  out  of 
revenge   or  pique,   the  ball   might  be  counted 
upon  to  unroll  itself.     Patsey  also  was  a  traitor, 
and,  in   his  bewilderment,   admitted  his   guilt. 
That,  too,  was  well.     One  so  unprincipled  must 
have  a  tariff.     For  such  a  price  he  would  pre- 
.  tend  to  undertake  a  job  and  betray  his  trust. 
For  higher  pay  he  might  possibly  be  faithful. 
Xothing  would  be  lost  by  a  trial,  but  in  so  dark 
and  intricate  a  labyrinth  the   strictest  caution 
must  be  observed. 

u  This  Bodfish  is  a  friend  of  yours  ?"  hazarded 
the  doctor,  who  was  beginning  to  shine  as  a 
diplomatist.     "  You  are  very  fond  of  him  1" 

"I  like  him/'  confessed  the  attendant,  quite 
off  the  scent.  "  He's  in  clover,  too,  and  I'm  not, 
so  I'm  not  sorry  to  do  him   a  good  turn.     A 
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poor  cove  like  me  hasn't  many  pals  in  clover." 
"Has  he  been  here  lately?" 
"Not  very — but  he  often  comes." 
"  Do  yon  expect  him  here  soon  f" 
"  Don't  know.     It's  aggravatin'  — that's  what 
it  is.     He  says  one  thing  to  me  and  does  ano- 
ther  to   you.     I'm   flumrnuxed.     It's  a  shame, 
that  it  is.     He  ought  to  have  put  more  faith  in 
me." 

The  attendant  was  annoyed  at  what  he  con- 
ceived to  be  an  unwarrantable  piece  of  double- 
dealing. 

The  doctor  saw  his  chance  and  seized  it. 
"  It  was  silly  of  him  to  act  thus,  for  it  makes 
you  look  ridiculous,  and  cuts  you  out  of  a  good 
job,  which  doesn't  look  as  if  he  was  so  very 
fond  of  you.  You  have  been  false  to  me  with 
no  result,  beyond  my  learning  that  you  are  so. 
If  I  had  not  received  that  paper  I  should  never 
have  found  it  out,  and  it  might  have  been  in 
your  power — if  I  hadn't  been  taught  by  your 
pal  Bodfish  to  know  you — to  put  h>e  hundred 
pounds  into  your  pocket." 

The  budding  diplomatist  was  sublime,  for  he 
spoke  carelessly  of  five  hundred  pounds  as  if 
VOL.  III.  O 
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to  him  hundreds  were  as  nothing.  Such  a  pro- 
ceeding was  manifestly  absurd,  and  Patsey  was 
sharp  enough  to  perceive  it. 

11  Your  ship  come  in  I"  he  said,  grinning. 

"  I  speak  of  others,  and  should  only  be 
cashier,"  was  the  evasive  answer.  What  a 
game  it  was  to  play,  with  such  heavy  stakes 
and  so  little  knowledge  of  facts.  With  a  hasty 
prayer  to  St.  Melvil,  on  the  chance  of  such  an 
individual  having  ever  existed,  weighted  with 
the  destiny  of  Cloris,  Dr.  Winthrop  plunged 
into  the  billows.  "  I  needn't  point  out  to  you 
that  this  friend  of  yours  has  made  a  fool  of 
you.  You're  a  consummate  scamp,  and  so  is 
he — an  out  and  outer — since  he  has  no  con- 
sideration for  his  pals.  Look  here,  now.  What 
the  tie  may  be  between  you  I  don't  know. 
You  see,  I  treat  you  with  entire  candour.  But, 
if  I  judge  you  aright,  you've  something  to  con- 
ceal and  want  to  feather  your  nest.  Given  for 
the  sake  of  argument  that  that  is  so,  you  will 
accept  the  feathers  from  the  most  convenient 
source,  with  the  proviso  that  your  private  affairs 
are  respected?  This  friend  of  yours  is,  you 
say,  in  clover.     Whereby  I  apprehend  you  to 
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mean  that  a  wealthy  lady  has  taken  him  up. 
I  am  in  a  position  to  inform  you,  that  the  lady 
upon  whom  he  relies  to  push  his  fortunes,  will 
be  compelled  very  soon  to  throw  up  her  cards. 
She  is  an  American  adventuress,  who  will  find 
England  too  warm,  and  a  move  to  another 
climate  advisable.  Where  will  your  friend  be 
then,  who  at  present  is  in  clover  ?  Perhaps 
when  he  is  as  hard  up  as  you,  he  will  behave 
to  you  less  ungratefully." 

Melvil,  though  his  features  betrayed  no  erao- 
tion,  was  watching  the  attendant  with  pro- 
found anxiety.  He  was  striking  at  random 
with  his  eyes  bound.  Would  he  disclose  his 
blindness,  or  hit  the  bull's-eye? 

i:  Is  this  truth  or  lies  ?"  demanded  Mr.  Pat- 
sey,  for  he  had  considerable  experience  of  the 
latter,  but  of  the  former  confessed  himself  no 
judge. 

•;  You  don't  mean  to  die  an  asylum  attendant, 
I  suppose  ?  What  chance  have  you  of  better- 
ing yourself?  Mr.  Bodfish,  I  fear,  is  but  a 
broken  reed.  Speak  out.  There  are  no  eaves- 
droppers." 

If  Dr.  YYinthrop  spoke  the  truth — and  who 

0  2 
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was  to  say  he  did  not? — it  might  be  within  the 
bounds  of  possibility  that  five  hundred  pounds 
sterling  were  to  be  netted  in  a  lump  sum  by 
performing  a  rascally  deed.  Now  Mr.  Pat- 
sey  had  no  abstract  objection  to  deeds  of  in- 
famy ;  he  was  accustomed  to  them ;  he  liked 
them,  because  the  good  things  of  this  world 
followed  in  their  train.  He  had  been  desirous 
of  tacking  himself  to  the  fortunes  of  Bodfish, 
his  prison  comrade,  because  nothing  better  was 
looming  on  the  horizon.  Yet,  at  the  best, 
this  was  precarious  support.  It  meant  that 
the  two  would  dig  under  cover  of  the  night, 
like  moles,  and  possibly  discover  nuggets — 
possibly  nothing  but  stones — anyway  there 
might  be  a  considerable  amount  of  scratching 
before  five  hundred  pounds  could  be  handled 
as  a  single  share.  Moreover,  no  compact  was 
even  suggested  as  yet.  Patsey  did  as  he 
thought  wisest,  in  order  to  beguile  Bodfish 
into  a  partnership  later  on.  So  soon  as  his 
term  was  completed  (two  or  three  months)  he, 
Patsey,  would  be  free  to  do  as  he  listed — to 
walk  about  Scotland  Yard  as  though  it  belong- 
ed  to   him  ;    to  jeer  at  constables,  and   behave 
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like  a  true-born  Briton,  since  bis  ticket-of-leave 
would  be  up.  With  Bodfisb  tbe  case  was 
otherwise.  Though  in  clover  and  under  the 
protection  of  a  rich  lady,  his  advantages  were 
heavily  connterweighted.  Impatience  and  love 
of  adventure  had  tempted  him  to  escape  from 
Portland,  rather  than  work  out  so  trivial  a 
sentence  as  five  years.  Hence  the  danger  of 
recapture  would  be  always  hanging  over  his 
head,  and  would  in  some  sort  tie  his  hands.  A 
man  must  have  enemies  unless  he  is  a  colourless 
nonentity,  and  it  would  be  harassing  to  his 
partner,  if,  at  the  point  of  fruition,  Nathaniel 
were  to  be  denounced.  Five  hundred  pounds 
in  the  hand  are  worth  two  thousand  pounds  in 
the  bush.  If  Dr.  Winthrop  meant  business,  and 
was  not  endeavouring  to  bamboozle  him,  it  was 
within  the  bounds  of  probability  that  his  terms 
might  be  accepted.  The  astute  attendant  hav- 
ing mused  thus,  again  inquired,  with  a  humorous 
twinkle,  whether  the  needy  doctor's  vessel  was 
in  port,  and  if  so,  where  was  it  on  view  ? 

This  was  excellent.  The  sordid  demon  ruled 
the  roast  as  usual.  Since  the  pair  understood 
each   other,   the   main   point   was    gained   and 
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victory  well-nigh  assured.  From  -whence  the 
£500  was  to  come  was  the  merest  detail — in 
due  course  it  would  drop  in  a  bag  from  heaven, 
as  a  reward  for  virtuous  endeavour.  Mean- 
while, the  prospective  firm  of  Patsey  and  Bod- 
fish,  Limited,  must  be  checked  in  process  of 
formation.  Both  partners  must  be  kept  in  tow 
by  separate  strings.  To  that  end  it  would  be 
well  to  find  out  a  little  more  about  the  absent 
one. 

"  We  had  a  tiff  or  two,  Patsey,"  Dr.  Winthrop 
said,  with  bonhomie,  "  while  I  lived  here.  Now 
we  must  forget  all  that,  and  work  together  on 
equal  terms.  I  am  a  man  of  honour,  and  you 
may  take  my  word.  If  you  accomplish  a  given 
feat  you  shall  be  paid  for  it.  I  doubt  whether 
the  same  can  be  said  of  your  friend,  after  that 
letter  you  hold  in  your  hand.  He's  a  crab,  who 
moves  crooked  by  nature  and  can't  help  it. 
What  I  want  now  is  five  minutes  in  your  ward. 
You  can  procure  me  that  without  placing  your- 
self in  jeopardy." 

"  Bless  you,  Sir  Arthur's  moonstruck.  You 
can't  get  nothing  out  of  him." 

"  I   don't  wish  to  get  anything  out  of  him. 
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I  want  six  words  with  another  patient — Mr. 
Patterson." 

'*  We  don't  do  nuffin  without  blunt,"  growled 
suspicious  Patsey.  u  What  is  it  you're  up  to  ? 
It's  a  fake  of  some  kind,  and  I'd  like  to  see 
that  wessel  of  yourn  first." 

"  Xot  a  bit  of  it,"  laughed  Melvil.  u  Here  is 
a  five-pound  note.  There's  lots  more  in  the 
hold.  Johnstone's  half-seas  over,  and  never 
visits  the  wards  after  dark  ;  I  remember  his 
peculiarities  well  enough.  Is  this  flimsy  to  be 
yours  or  not !  It's  only  a  trifle  on  acconnt — a 
sovereign  for  a  hundred  by-and-by." 

Five  pounds.  Bodfish  paid  that  for  the  letter. 
Five  hundred  would  be  a  haul,  indeed.  There 
is  nothing  like  makiug  hay  when  the  sun  shines. 
The  attendant  pocketed  the  note,  and  re-entered 
the  portals  of  the  asylum,  calling  out  to  the 
porter  as  he  passed,  "  A  gent  to  see  the  guv'- 
nor.     I'll  show  the  way." 

Melvil  was  aghast  when,  piloted  by  the  at- 
tendant, he  stood  within  the  upper  side.  A 
screaming  as  of  devils  in  anguish  proceeded 
from  the  sentry-boxes  at  the  end  of  the  dormi- 
tory, and  was  wafted  upon  the  air  of  the  sum- 
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mer  night  through  open  windows.  Pagani  safe 
away,  Johnstone  as  safe  within  doors,  the 
lunatics  were  left  to  themselves,  the  attendants 
who  were  supposed  to  be  on  duty  being  as- 
sembled in  an  empty  chamber,  intent  on  their 
own  amusement.  The  solitude,  the  lack  of 
supervision,  suggested  an  idea  to  the  visitor — 
one  which  he  carefully  wrote  down  on  the 
tablets  of  his  memory,  to  be  employed  if  other 
plans  should  fail.  A  canal  fringed  the  lawn, 
whose  edge  was  protected  by  an  iron  pallisade. 
A  boat  could  glide  unobserved  among  the  wil- 
lows, and  shoot  out  at  a  propitious  moment  to 
receive  a  freight,  and  as  silently  retire.  By  the 
collusion  of  an  attendant,  who  would  see  that 
a  door  was  left  carelessly  unlocked,  and  his 
confreres  occupied,  the  roll  might  prove  short 
on  the  next  visit  of  the  commissioners,  and  a 
little  hocus-pocus  in  the  matter  of  doubling  the 
characters  be  required. 

Melvil  knew  better  than  to  show  himself,  so 
he  despatched  his  companion  to  fetch  the  indi- 
vidual he  wanted  ;  this  could  be  done  without 
the  knowledge  of  his  guardians. 

In  the  arbour,  buried  in  the  shadow,  he  sat 
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-with  Mr.  Patterson,  while  Patsey  kept  watch 
hard  by,  reflecting  on  his  future  prospects. 
That  note  of  Xat's  staggered  him.  What  a  mean 
trick,  and  after  vapouring  like  a  crow  in  the 
gutter  about  being  so  square  with  his  pals.  He 
arrived  only  t'other  day,  and  was  cross  and 
uppish,  and  domineered  on  the  strength  of  being 
in  clover,  and  answered  no  questions.  A  fine 
fellowT !  But  Mr.  Patsey  could  be  even  with 
him.  "  Precious  square  !"  he  grumbled  again 
and  again,  while  the  two  sat  in  the  arbour,  and 
he  kept  an  eye  upon  his  comrades. 

The  old  man  listened  with  perfect  composure, 
but  growing  sadness,  to  MelviFs  story,  and 
never  moved  till  it  was  finished. 

'•My  poor  Brunhilde !"  he  murmured.  "As 
hot-headed  and  rash  as  ever.  And  I  thought 
to  make  you  happy  by  refusing  to  re-knit  the 
chain.  Poor,  reckless  woman !  Girouette ! 
You  are  worse  off  without  me." 

His  whole  mind  was  so  engrossed  by  the 
tribulations  into  wThich  his  darling  had  floun- 
dered that  there  was  no  room  for  chiding.  He 
was  all  pity.  For  was  she  not  the  wayward 
jewel  bird,  born  in  the  land  of  sunshine,  to  flit 
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in  the  sun's  rays,  her  proper  element ;  and  was 
it  not  grievous  that  she  should  be  drowned  in 
a  foul  puddle  with  broken  pinions  and  tattered 
plumage?  She  was  the  old  man's  darling  still, 
despite  her  ingratitude  and  indifference.  His 
one  solace  had  been  to  think  that  by  his  self- 
abnegation  her  happiness  had  been  secured. 
Instead  of  this,  left  to  her  careless  self,  she  was 
rushing  to  inevitable  destruction.  "Better,"  he 
sighed,  "  to  have  borne  with  the  old  man,  whose 
joy  it  was  to  smooth  each  pebble  from  your 
path.  He  was  wearisome,  no  doubt,  but  you 
would  never  have  fallen  so  low  as  this."  It 
was  as  Melvil  feared  then.  The  spirit  of  the 
veteran  was  broken. 

"  I  was  content  to  wait,"  he  said,  with  pro- 
found melancholy,  "  since  those  who  aspire  to 
deliverance  from  life,  to  escape  the  terrible  law 
of  renewed  birth,  must  cultivate  above  all  things 
charity,  and  free  forgiveness  of  injuries." 

"  Deliverance  from  life,"  echoed  the  young 
doctor,  to  whom  the  fact  of  drawing  breath  was 
sweet.  "Do  you  not  shrink  from  the  cold 
earth,  nor  dread  the  hand  of  death?  I  am 
afraid  of  death." 
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"Young  man,"  returned  Mr.  Patterson. 
"  While  you  know  not  life,  how  should  you 
know  death,  and  why  fear  it  ?  I  have  heard  of 
a  tribe  of  American  Indians  who  say  that  before 
the  world  began  there  was  nothing  but  stillness 
and  obscurity.  That  is  ray  idea  of  heaven — the 
Nirvana  of  Sleep.  Dust  tox  dust,  and  nought 
beyond.  So  far  as  concerns  me,  this  life  is  done. 
I  wait  humbly  and  patiently  to  see  what  is  next 
in  store.'"' 

It  was  ghostly  to  hear  him  musing  thus  in  the 
darkness.  Mr.  Patterson  subsided  into  gloomy 
reverie,  in  which  was  one  ray  of  satisfaction. 
His  darling  was  worse  off  now  than  when  she 
dwelt  with  him,  and  might  some  day  even  come 
to  regret  that  distant  time. 

lcMy  poor  Brunhilde,"  he  murmured;  "  ray 
poor,  beautiful  Brunhilde !" 

Such  a  frame  of  mind  was  not  conducive  to 
the  advancement  of  Sir  Arthur's  interests.  It 
was  with  much  difficulty  that,  engrossed  as  he 
was  by  this  picture  of  feminine  fraility  in  her 
he  loved  (which  he  surveyed  from  the  lofty 
standpoint  of  one  already  dead),  he  could  be 
brought    to   consider  the  effect   of   her    short- 
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comings  upon  other  and  innocent  persons.  All 
Melvil's  most  seductive  arguments  were  met  by 
a  grim  silence ;  and  he  was  about  to  retire  in 
despair  as  having  misconstrued  his  man,  when 
he  resolved  on  a  final  effort. 

"  You  are  much  altered,  sir,  since  I  was 
here.  Then  you  upbraided  me  for  the  injury  I 
unwittingly  did  you,  and  told  me  my  only  hope 
of  forgiveness  lay  in  assisting  that  afflicted 
gentleman  ;  and  I  dallied  by  the  way  for  a 
while;  but  now  I  am  heart  and  soul  in  it.  Do 
you  think  that  he  is  past  curing,  or  have  you 
changed  your  mind?  Which  is  it?  The  only 
chance  of  saving  him  from  the  snare  laid  by 
your  wife  is  through  your  intervention ;  and 
now  I  come  to  claim  your  interference,  you 
seem  to  have  no  care  but  for  her.  Sir  Arthur 
must  take  his  chance  then.  I  can  do  no  more. 
Destiny  wills  that  he  shall  never  attain  to 
liberty.  I  wash  my  hands  of  his  case  with 
sorrow." 

Mr.  Patterson  answered  nothing  for  a  time, 
while  the  other  watched  him  with  rising  wrath. 
Then,  shaking  his  white  locks,  he  said, 

'•'  I  would  gladly  be  of  service   to  the  poor 
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fellow,  if  I  knew  how.  I  might  argue  with  her 
quietly — as  a  fond  parent  with  a  cherished  child 
—  if  she  would  come  to  me  or  I  could  go  to  her  ; 
and  she  would  listen  to  my  voice  and  repent. 
But  it  is  not  possible.  As  to  inviting  an 
inquiry,  summoning  commissioners  to  examine 
me — covering  her  with  shame  in  order  to  free 
myself — that  I  will  never  do — never — never  !" 

"  Then  we  will  say  no  more  about  it.'*  retort- 
ed Melvil,  shortly.  "I  am  mistaken  in  you, 
that  is  all.  You  could  talk  to  me  of  what  I 
ought  to  do  so  long  as  it  did  not  affect  yourself. 
The  weight  under  which  I  suffered  is  moved 
from  my  shoulders  now  to  yours.  I  hope  they 
are  strong  enough  to  bear  it." 

"  Tut,  tut  !  young  fellow/'  the  old  man  re- 
joined. "  My  many  winters  have  nipped  the 
flow  of  thought;  I  think  slowly,  but  to  the  pur- 
pose. The  baronet  is  no  more  incurable  now 
than  before  you  left  this  place — though  he  cer- 
tainly is  worse — much  worse.  The  intervals  of 
sense  grow  fewer  and  of  shorter  duration.  In- 
ordinary means  and  my  own  action  I  could  not 
win  my  freedom  any  more  than  four  or  five 
others  who  are  as  sensible  as  I.     The  difficulties 
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in  the  way  are  insuperable,  hence  we  accept 
our  fate.  Besides,  I  would  not,  as  I  have  said, 
do  aught  which  could  sully  ray  Brunhilde's  fair 
fame.  But  there  is  a  way — one — and  so  far  as 
my  old  eyes  can  discern — only  one." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  inquired  Melvil,  eagerly. 

"  Sir  Arthur,  you  say,  will  be  removed  to 
France.  As  he  is  not  capable  of  taking  care  of 
himself  in  his  present  position,  there  is  no  use 
in  attempting  a  rescue.  Time  presses.  Instead 
of  his  being  moved  alone  to  France,  why  should. 
you  not  take  the  initiative  and  remove  us  both 
to  Scotland?  With  assistance  from  without,  it 
would  not  be  difficult  to  escape — not  so  difficult 
as  through  the  channel  of  the  law  and  Habeas 
Corpus — and,  once  in  Scotland,  the  English 
certificate  would  be  null  and  void." 

"  Escape !"  The  very  suggestion  which 
passed  through  the  mind  of  Dr.  Winthrop  when 
just  now  he  beheld  the  water,  and  heard  the 
laughter  of  the  attendants,  as  they  played  at 
cards  in  the  spare  room  above,  with  the  door 
shut.  By  help  of  Patsey  it  surely  might  be 
done.  A  round  sum  of  money  must  be  the 
bait.     Sir  Arthur  could  not  be  removed  by  his 
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relations  until  sundry  formalities  had  been  gone 
through.  In  a  week  all  might  be  prepared, 
every  precaution  taken.  He  laughs  best  who 
laughs  last.  Mrs.  Patterson  and  her  betrothed 
would  laugh  on  the  wrong  side  of  their  mouths 
when  they  found  the  bird  flown — gone  they 
knew  not  whither.  Tit  for  tat — a  Roland  for 
an  Oliver. 

Dr.  Winthrop  was  in  more  jubilant  spirits 
than  he  had  been  for  many  a  day,  when,  at 
midnight,  he  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  house 
where  Miss  Galbraith  sat  awaiting  tidings,  her 
cheeks  pale  and  drawn,  each  with  a  hectic  spot 
on  it. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  TO  BE  OR  NOT  TO  BE  ?" 

TOW  sapient  was  he  who  said  that  nothing 
-*-•*-  should  be  done  of  importance  without 
consulting  the  counsellor,  sleep  ! 

Yielding  to  the  dictates  of  his  revenge,  Mr. 
Bodfish  was  guilty  of  an  act  of  spite.  Next 
morning,  as  he  lay  in  bed,  undergoing  that  dis- 
agreeable half-hour  wherein  our  most  recent 
iniquities  dance  before  our  newly-awakened 
intellects,  he  knew  that  he  had  committed  an 
error  which  it  might  take  some  trouble  to  set 
right.  And  with  this  feeling  came  uncertainty 
as  to  whether  it  was  not  worth  while  to  have 
displayed  his  strength  to  Brunhilde,  even  at 
the  cost  of  after-trouble.  It  was  all  her  own 
fault  for  being  so  superbly  scornful.  When  he 
declared  that  nothiug  should  be  done  with  his 
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property  -without  his  consent,  his  mistress  put 
forth  the  tongue  of  derision,  remarking,  cogently 
enough,   that  he  would  not  dare  to  make   an 
outcry,  since  to  do  so  would  he  to  advertise  a 
name  which  chanced  to  be  enrolled  among  the 
4  wanted."     How  monstrously  silly  he  had  been 
not  to  have  gone  through  his  sentence  instead 
of  making  of  it  an  incubus  for  life  !     But  there 
was  no  use  in  raking  up  that  grievance   now. 
He  had  made  up  his  miud  as  to  that,  though  it 
had  occurred  to  him  more  than  once  during  the 
long  months  when  he  was  alone  at  Richmond 
that  it  might  be  well  to  surrender  himself  and 
wash   the  slate.     Mrs.  Patterson  having  meta- 
phorically snapped  her  fingers  in  his   face,   it 
behoved  him  to  correct  her  temerity  by  a  judi- 
cious dose  of  mental  anguish.     That  her  plan 
should  be  betrayed  to  the  enemy  would  cause 
her    extreme     annoyance.      A    question     that 
puzzled  him  somewhat  as  he  lay  in  bed  was 
as   to   whether   it    might    possibly   do    more? 
Could  his  bit  of  spite   do  her  serious  injury  ? 
Xo,  it  could  not,  for  the  enemy  was  powerless 
to  prevent  the  patient,  for  possession  of  whose 
earthly  tenement  there  was  such  sharp  conten- 
VOL.  III.  P 
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tion,  from  being  transferred. to  other  hands  by 
those  in  authority  over  him.     The  hint  he  gave 
was  to  the  effect  that  the  patient  was  about  to 
be  removed  from  England.     As  to  a  subsequent 
spiriting  back  again,  nothing   had   been    said. 
It  would  be  vexatious   for  the  haughty  Creole 
to  have  to   endure  the   brunt  of  protests,   for 
Nat  shrewdly  determined  that  the  enemy,  being 
powerless  to  do  aught   else,  would  lift  up  his 
voice  and  howl.     The  governess  and  her  cham- 
pion   would   of    course   rush    down    to    Dyson 
Grove,    besiege   the   portals,    raise    an    outcry, 
argue,  beg,  implore,  and  make  the  lives  of  the 
Creole  and  her  suitor  as  bran  in  the  mouth  for 
the  time  being.     It  would  be  amusing  to  mark 
the  "  excursions  and  alarums  " — to  say  "  go  it 
one ;  go  it  t'other,"  and  keep  the  score  of  points 
gained  or  lost — and  then,  when  the  propitious 
moment  came,  to  descend  into   the  arena  and 
whisk  off  the  bone  they  were  desirous  of  gnaw- 
ing, and  settle  like  a  deus  ex  machind  what  was 
to  be  done  with  the  property.     All  things  con- 
sidered, therefore,   Nat  was   not  sorry  for   the 
perfidious  part  he  had  played,  and  he  kept  his 
counsel  for  awhile,  that  the  blow  might  be  the 
heavier  when  it  descended. 
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Brimhilde   regretted   the   quarrel,    and  next 
morning  made  overtures  of  reconciliation.   That 
is,  she  gave  her  vassal  to  understand,  in  a  lofty 
fashion,  that  if  he  was  very  penitent  and  very 
humble   she    would  graciously  grant   him    her 
forgiveness.     But  he  professed  indifference  on 
the  subject,  and  avoided  her,  and  in  proportion 
as  he  receded  she  found  herself  compelled  to 
advance.      For   three   days    was    this    comedy 
enacted,  and  the  Creole,  ignorant  of  her  facto- 
tum's treachery,  knew  not  what  to  make  of  his 
behaviour.     Xor  was  this  all.     The  poor  lady 
was  driven  well-nigh  distraught.    Great  as  was 
her  power  over  him,  she  could  not  conceal  from 
herself  that  James  was  most  unhappy,  that  he 
responded  to  her  sallies  with  a  faded  smile  that 
masked    a    sigh ;    that,   though   he    might   be 
obedient,  he  was  certainly  not  content.     Yield- 
ing to  her  overmastering  will,  he  submitted  in 
the  matter  of  the  transfer  of  the  patient  with 
docility,  hoping  that  it  was  all  for  the  best,  in 
a   weak   way;    was  convinced    that  it  was  so 
while  she  was  present,  but,  so  soon  as  she  was 
gone,  gave  way  to   fits    of  despondency.     He 
had    a    presentiment    that    something   terrible 

p  2 


212  GEHEXXA. 

would  come  of  the  journey.  Arthur  would 
escape  the  vigilance  of  his  keepers,  and  do 
himself  some  violence — commit  suicide — or 
murder  somebody  else.  Why  could  not  she 
leave  well  alone?  Had  not  Pagani  declared 
himself  perfectly  satisfied  that  all  was  well? 
More  than  once  he  made  up  his  mind  to  pluck 
up  courage  and  tell  Brunhilde  that  the  patient 
must  not  be  moved ;  that  conscience  was  pain- 
ful enough  already.  But  then  she  would  come 
sweeping  into  the  room,  and  lull  him  with 
caresses  till  all  power  of  volition  melted,  and 
he  would  return  the  caresses  meekly,  dreading 
an  outburst  of  temper,  hating  himself  and  fear- 
ing her. 

Sure  so  curious  a  pair  of  affianced  lovers 
never  looked  forward  to  a  honeymoon.  Till 
Sir  Arthur  was  safely  caged,  the  heart  of  Brun- 
hilde leaped  into  her  mouth  at  every  ring  at  the 
bell.  Strong-minded  though  she  was,  James's 
terrors  re-acted  on  her  nerves.  She  grew  feverish 
and  morose.  The  affection  of  James  was  on 
the  wane.  Just  as  it  wTas  become  necessary  to 
her  existence,  it  was  being  withdrawn,  and  she 
railed  in  the  seclusion  of  her  chamber  at  the 
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hardness  of  this  mortal  strife.  They  dined  to- 
gether en  t<U-a-ttte,  and  all  the  bitterness  of  life 
seemed  served  on  her  plate.  When  it  came 
home  to  her  that  James's  love  was  giving  way 
to  fear,  that,  though  still  her  own — her  very 
own — he  was  a  captive  in  iron  chains  instead 
of  silk,  she  cursed  herself,  and  him,  and  all  man- 
kind— but  clung  to  hira  all  the  more  closely, 
with  a  hungry,  tigerish  clinging.  Time  was 
when  he  had  fondly  wooed  her,  and  wrung, 
despite  judgment  and  reason,  a  reluctant  con- 
sent, the  parent  of  all  the  evil  with  which  she 
now  stood  menaced.  Well,  when  all  was  safe, 
she  would  woo  him,  and  win  back  his  errant 
love — timid,  fluttering  thing,  that  could  not 
withstand  the  freezing  breath  of  danger.  It 
should  be  the  object  of  future  years  to  nurse  it 
back  to  convalescence — to  warm  it  till  it  glowed 
again  with  more  than  pristine  heat.  All  this 
was  in  the  future — but  what  a  stretch  of  turbid 
waters  foamed  'twixt  it  and  the  present ;  what 
courage  it  required  to  face  those  waters,  to 
buffet  with  and  conquer  them,  and  bear  the 
burden  that  she  carried  safe  to  the  other  side. 
For  James  was  a  dead  weight.     He  had  arrived 
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at  that  state  of  apprehension  which  is  a  kind  of 
mental  paralysis.  So  long  as  her  strong  arm 
upheld  him  he  would  make  an  attempt  to  totter 
— but  if  it  were  removed,  even  for  an  instant, 
he  would  fall,  and  all  her  strength  might  fail  to 
raise  him  up  again. 

Such  being  the  situation,  was  it  to  be  won- 
dered at  that  Brunhilde  should  find  Nat's  sulki- 
ness  and  independence  at  least  ill-timed?  When 
proud  natures  are  compelled  to  stoop,  not  once 
but    constantly,   a  moment   comes   when    they 
fling  themselves  clown  into  the  dust  more  ab- 
jectly than  circumstances  require.  Her  marriage 
was  fixed   to   take   place   in   a   few    days — by 
licence — very  privately.     It  was  essential  that 
Sir  Arthur  should  be  installed  in  his  new  home 
before  the  happy  day,  since  it  was  part  of  the 
bride's  project  to  instil  the  idea  into  her  lord's 
mind  that  with  the  wedding  had   come  peace 
and  security.     It  would  never  do  to  be  racked 
and  tortured  during  the  honeymoon  with  dread 
of  the  governess's  plots. 

With  regard  to  Mr.  Patterson,  she  was  not 
nervous.  Dr.  Winthrop's  letter  to  him,  which 
she  had  burned,  gave  wholesome  occupation  to 
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her  mind  by  conjuring  up  contingencies  that 
had  to  be  met  and  conquered.  That  letter  of 
Melvil's  had  betrayed  the  weakness  of  the 
enemy,  for  in  it  he  had  candidly  acknowledged 
that,  without  the  old  man's  help,  nothing  could 
be  done  for  Sir  Arthur.  So  long  as  Mr.  Patter- 
son remained  in  his  present  mood  (and  there 
was  no  reason  why  it  should  change),  there 
was  nothing  to  fear  from  that  quarter.  In 
course  of  time  the  governess  and  her  companion 
would  despair,  and  give  up  the  war,  for  the 
baronet  would  be  gone  beyond  their  ken,  and 
they  would  learn,  after  inditing  a  series  of 
letters  to  which  they  would  receive  no  answer, 
that  as  much  was  to  be  gained  by  writing  to 
the  man  in  the  moon  as  to  the  veteran  recluse 
of  Corbould  House.  By  help  of  Nat  a  guardian 
was  established  over  him,  who  would  see  that 
he  was  kept  in  ignorance  of  things  that  it  be- 
seemed him  not  to  know.  It  was  the  estab- 
lishing of  a  pensioner,  that  was  all,  who  for  a 
trifling  stipend  would  keep  a  vigilant  look-out 
that  no  written  communication  reached  the 
prisoner.  As  for  letters  sent  through  Pagani, 
they,    of  course,   would   be  forwarded  to  her. 
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Those  despatched  under  the  rose  were  the  only 
ones  to  guard  against. 

Thus,  consider  the  matter  as  she  would,  she 
always  came  back  to  Nat,  and  each  time  her 
thoughts  reverted  to  him  the  more  ashamed  she 
felt  at  having  been  betrayed  into  so  contempti- 
ble a  skirmish.  At  the  cost  of  any  temporary 
humiliation,  the  quarrel  must  be  made  up.  If 
he  insisted  on  it,  she  must  frankly  lower  her 
flag  and  beg  his  pardon,  for,  on  the  principle  of 
the  "  House  that  Jack  built,"  peace  could  not 
be  secured  until  the  wedding  was  over.  The 
wedding  could  not  take  place  till  Sir  Arthur 
was  safe,  and  Sir  Arthur  could  not  be  moved 
till  Nat  was  reduced  to  docility.  Therefore, 
time  being  precious,  there  was  nothing  for  it 
but  to  bend  quite  low,  and  Mrs.  Patterson,  in 
her  bitterness,  cared  not,  since  there  was  no 
avoiding  it,  how  far  she  stooped.  It  is  hard 
to  apologise  to  one  whom  you  have  driven  from 
your  presence  with  ignominy — all  the  harder 
when  he  is  sulky,  and  declines  to  meet  you  half 
way. 

Three  days  passed  without  a  fitting  oppor- 
tunity presenting  itself,  and  each  moment  was 
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golden.  She  wished,  if  such  a  grace  might  be 
vouchsafed,  to  meet  the  refractory  factotum  by 
accident,  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  rather 
than  send  for  him  and  make  set  speeches,  which, 
under  the  delicate  circumstances,  would  be 
confusing.  Had  he  not  himself  declared  that 
it  was  better  treatment  and  not  an  apology 
which  was  to  patch  up  the  quarrel  ?  And  how 
could  she  administer  soothing  compliments  and 
shoot  jocund  shafts  of  raillery  if  he  persistently 
refused  to  show  himself?  On  the  afternoon  of 
the  third  day  she  was  revolving  whether  or  not 
she  would  be  driven  to  pay  another  nocturnal 
visit  to  the  sanctum — wondering  whether  she 
dared  to  do  so  now  that  he  had  abandoned  the 
bottle  and  shown  his  hand — when  chance 
brought  them  face  to  face  in  the  garden.  He 
attempted  to  withdraw,  but  his  liege  lady  was 
too  quick  for  him. 

"  Bad  boy,"  she  said,  laughing,  and  glancing 
swiftly  round  to  see  that  none  were  spying. 
"  But  if  you  are  sorry,  you  shall  be  pardoned. 
There!  What  can  I  say  more?  If  you  will 
forget  my  hasty  words,  I'll  forget  yours,  and 
then  it  will  be  as  if  neither  had  been  spoken." 
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Nat,  who  was  still  in  an  ungenerous  humour, 
would  not  let  her  off  so  cheaply. 

"  I  said  you'd  be  sorry,  and  if  I  tell  no  lies 
'taint  my  fault.  Why  haven't  you  given  me  up 
to  the  pleece?" 

"  Nonsense !  I  was  angry,  and  an  angry 
woman's  tongue  runs  away  with  her.  Time 
grows  short.  This  cottage  will  be  to  let  soon, 
you  know,  and  the  Grove  shrouded  in  brown 
holland  for  a  few  months ;  and  unless  you  wish 
to  be  left  behind,  as  you  once  were,  you  will 
have  to  be  quick  with  your  movements." 

The  young  man  coloured  and  looked  up. 
When  the  hateful  ceremony  was  over,  then  she 
intended  him  to  be  of  the  party.  His  joy  was 
of  short  duration,  and  his  head  sank  upon  his 
breast.  Better  to  be  left  at  home  than  watch 
the  happy  lovers  on  their  honeymoon.  It 
would  be  like  standing  hungry  in  the  snow  to 
witness  a  feast  through  an  uncurtained  case- 
ment.    Peevishly  he  said  as  much. 

But  the  sultana  was  determined  to  be  gracious. 

"  No,  no,"  she  answered,  clipping  vigorously 
at  the  roses  which  clustered  on  the  wall,  while 
he   stood   by  with  a  basket.     "  You   can't   be 
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trusted,  sir,  without  a  nurse.  You  took  to 
shocking  bad  ways.  So  you  are  tied  to  my 
apron-strings  for  life,  never  to  be  allowed  out 
of  sight.     How  do  you  like  that  ?" 

Nathaniel  was  following,  with  moody  admira- 
tion, the  fine  lines  of  the  dusky  arm  as  it 
endeavoured  to  reach  a  lofty  bough,  and  made 
no  reply,  so  she  continued, 

"  What  we  were  speaking  about  when  you 
behaved  so  ill  ?  Have  you  thought  about  it  ? 
Mr.  Joddrell  will  kindly  see  that  the  formalities 
are  in  order,  so  that  the  sooner  it  is  got  through 
and  done  with  the  better.  You  will  take  the 
family  carriage — that  will  have  a  good  effect — 
and  a  hired  keeper,  timing  your  journey  from 
Bow  to  catch  the  night  express  to  France. 
Telegraph  to  me  wdien  you  reach  Paris,  and 
deliver  your  charge  to  Dr.  Blanche  yourself, 
making  him  understand  that  you  are  the  re- 
sponsible person,  not  the  messenger.  If  that  is 
plain  at  starting,  you  can  withdraw  him  again 
on  the  morning  of  the  third  day  without  a 
hitch  occurring.  He  will  think  you  eccentric 
and  tiresome,  but  that  you  can  put  up  with, 
knowing  that  I  am  satisfied." 
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The  beaming  smile  with  which  she  concluded 
was  lost  upon  the  listener,  for  his  gaze  was  still 
upon  her  arm. 

61  You  had  better  cross  to-morrow  evening." 

"  Very  well." 

"  No  one  knows  about  this  except  the  com- 
missioners and  the  people  at  the  Bow  Asylum — 
which  is  as  well." 

"  You're  wrong.     Others  know  of  it." 

"  Others!     Who?" 

"  That  doctor  chap,  and  the  gal." 

The  Creole  started,  and,  dropping  the  scissors, 
leaned  for  support  against  the  wall.  The  thin 
young  man  turned  his  pale  face  to  hers  with 
calm  assurance.  Her  anger  rose,  though  she 
strove  hard  to  control  it. 

"Don't  make  bad  jokes,"  she  said. 

"'Tisn't  a  joke.  They  know  I'm  going  to 
send  my  property  to  France.     I  told  'em." 

"  You !"  murmured  Brunhilde,  faintly — for  the 
ship  which  had  breasted  many  a  storm  was  go- 
ing to  pieces  under  her  feet — the  waves  were 
rushing  between  gaping  timbers.  "  You  told 
that  woman — you." 

The  effect  upon  his  mistress  of  his  mischiev- 
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ous  bit  of  spite,  was  so  sudden  and  disastrous 
that  Xat  was  overwhelmed  with  remorse — she, 
the  strong  and  brave,  the  fertile  in  resource.  So 
she  was  touched  to  the  quick  at  last,  the  scorn- 
ful beauty.  He  was  about  to  fling  himself  at 
her  feet  and  implore  pardon,  when  the  devil 
whispered  at  his  elbow,  i;  Xow's  your  time. 
She  is  at  a  disadvantage,  and  the  day  is  yours, 
if  you  show  determination  and  have  courage  to 
hammer  on.  Use  your  weapons,  make  her  feel 
your  strength.  Stab  till  she  succumbs,  and  cries 
for  mercy.  It  will  be  time  enough  when  she  is 
overpowered,  to  staunch  and  bind  up  the 
wounds."  So  without  flinching,  Mr.  Bodfish 
looking  his  imperious  sultana  straight  in  the 
eye,  proceeded, 

"  I  told  'em  about  it  to  punish  you  ;  your  sar- 
castic ways  set  my  back  up  and  I  was  wild,  not 
being  a  cur  as'll  have  his  tail  trod  on,  and  only 
yelp.  I  says  to  myself,  very  well,  my  lady. 
I'm  of  no  account,  ain't  I,  except  to  be  used 
when  wanted  ?  Stowed  in  the  coal-hole  at 
other  times.  I've  no  feelings,  no  sentiment,  no 
nothing — a  clock  to  be  wound  up.  I'll  jest  show 
you  your  error,  and  make  you  comprehend  as 
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I'm  to  be  treated  with  respect.  I've  had 
enough  of  being  patted  on  the  cheek  like 
a  baby,  and  then  made  a  fool  of.  I  up  and  told 
these  parties  what  you  were  arranging,  and  if 
you  give  me  sauce  I'll  tell  'em  more." 

This  was  so  unusually  long  an  oration  to 
issue  from  the  taciturn  lips  of  Mr.  Bodfish  that 
he  took  off  his  hat  and  mopped  his  brow  whilst 
observing  the  effect  of  his  harangue.  The 
olive  complexion  of  Mrs.  Patterson  was  slowly 
resuming  the  rich  hue  which  had  paled  to  lead- 
en. It  was  only  a  fright.  He  in  whom  implicit 
faith  had  to  be  placed  was  not  a  Judas.  In  a 
moment  of  pique  he  was  guilty  of  an  act  which 
was  stupid,  because  he  was  oblivious  of  conse- 
quences. Had  she  not  often  done  the  same  .- 
Her  quick  ears  caught  the  threat  to  tell  them 
more,  from  which  she  gathered  that  the  whole 
plan  was  not  revealed.  But  it  is  ill  playing 
with  razors.  With  James  before  her  eyes,  she 
had  misjudged  the  henchman,  who  was  of 
sterner  stuff,  and  might  not  be  led  by  the  nose. 

To  make  good  the  damage,  it  behoved  her  to 
know  the  worst.  What  had  he  said — how  much 
or  how  little  did  they  know  ? 
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Nat  expected  his  mistress  to  fly  out — to  burst 
into  a  torrent  of  reproaches — to  go  through  one 
of  her  Southern  tornadoes  for  his  behoof,  such 
as  he  had  witnessed  before  now  with  apprecia- 
tive awe,  and  he  was  no  little  disconcerted 
when,  stooping,  she  picked  up  the  scissors,  and 
continued,  with  a  firm  hand,  to  snip  the  leaves. 
Was  she  too  profoundly  offended  to  speak  % 
The  voice  was  calm,  cold,  and  steady  as  pre- 
sently she  asked  how  much  he  had  thought  fit 
to  tell.  There  was  contempt  about  this  con- 
duct— conspicuous  scorn — which  touched  him 
on  the  raw.  She  professed  herself  so  much  his 
superior  that  his  puny  efforts  to  sting  were  to 
be  waved  aside  like  those  of  a  midge.  She 
was  seated  on  a  throne;  he  was  a  crawling 
insect  of  too  little  importance  to  be  angry  with. 
That  must  be  it.  Oh !  was  he  ?  She  was  play- 
ing with  fire  which,  unless  she  mended  her 
ways,  and  that  speedily,  would  scorch  and 
consume  her  to  ashes. 

"I've  summat  to  tell  you,"  he  said,  with  an 
ominous  smirk.  "  Summat  as  maybe  you'li  be 
jolly  pleased  to  hear  of.  I'm  not  so  sure  though 
as   to   that,  for    opinions    differ.      Since  we're 
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pardners,  as  it  were,  in  a  firm — suppose  we  jest 
run  over  the  articles  of  association.  You  begin, 
now.     What's  my  part?" 

There  was  menace  underlying  his  bantering 
tone.  The  Creole's  brow  contracted,  but 
smoothed  again,  for  the  back  of  the  young 
man  was  apparently  still  up — the  effect  of  the 
untoward  skirmish  was  not  yet  effaced.  Hers 
was  a  difficult  game  to  play.  No  opening 
must  be  allowed  for  love  passages,  but  all 
cause  for  offence  must  be  avoided  by  her 
feminine  tact.  Fitting  herself  to  his  humour, 
therefore,  she  replied,  smiling, 

"  Faithful  service  and  obedience.  As  for  the 
first  you  have  done  wonders — but  the  second — 
oh,  Nat,  Nat !" 

iC Faithful  service,"  he  echoed,  "and  what's 
your  part?  A  comfortable  berth  for  life.  I'm 
not  so  sure  about  that  berth.  I'm  not  so  sure 
that  the  whole  machine  won't  burst  up  some  of 
these  days." 

"  If  you  lose  your  temper  and  play  tricks,  it 
is  very  likely — what  did  you  tell  that  woman  V 

"  Never  you  mind.  I've  got  a  bit  of  pro- 
perty as  I've  got  to  lay  out  to  the  best  advant- 
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age.  That  young  woman  wants  it  bad.  You've 
treated  rue  shameful.  "What  if  T  were  to  strike 
a  bargain  with  her  for  a  price  ?" 

Brunhilde  ceased  snipping.  What  did  he 
imply?     Her  wit  was  quite  at  fault. 

"A  good  round  sum — money  down — would 
be  a  nice  arrangement  in  return  for  a  service 
rendered,  and  then  I  could  hold  up  my  head 
without  a  feeling  of  dependence.  Ten  thousand 
pounds  in  a  lump  sum  would  suit  my  book 
first-rate.  I'm  easily  satisfied — none  of  your 
grasping  hunxes.  Ah  !  you  think  she's  got  no 
money — a  pauper  governess,  without  a  six- 
pence. There  you  are  out  of  your  reckoning. 
I  could,  if  I  chose  (and,  if  you're  not  civil,  I  may 
choose),  go  to  that  young  woman  and  say  this. 
Here's  my  property.  I  make  it  over  to  you — 
take  it  to  yourself — with  ring  and  book — but, 
when  it's  yours,  you  pay  me  the  price — terms 
cash — no  credit.'' 

"  Marry  Miss  Galbraith  to  Sir  Arthur  I"  mur- 
mured Brunhilde,  in  bewilderment,  searching 
the  face  of  Nat,  which  was  lighted  with  cun- 
ning triumph  as  he  marked  how  each  word  told. 
t;  If  it  were  only  possible  !     There  would  be  an 
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end  of  our  troubles.  But  she  would  not — mad 
or  sane  she  would  not — for  she  has  fantastic 
ideas  about  marrying  a  beggar." 

"  He  wouldn't  be  a  beggar — and  I  should  get 
my  ten  thousand  pounds.''* 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  How  I  hate  hints 
and  parables  !" 

Mrs.  Patterson,  unable  any  longer  to  control 
herself,  threw  down  her  scissors  and  crossed 
her  arms  upon  her  panting  bosom. 

"I  mean  this,"  Nat  whispered,  with  his  lips 
close  to  her  ear.  "  If  I  wasn't  donkey  enough  to 
love  you,  I  should  pitch  you  overboard — you  and 
your  mawkish  driveller.  You  held  my  fate  in 
your  hands  once — for  good  or  bad — now  I  hold 
yours.  The  old  bloke  did  make  another  will, 
and  I've  got  it  whereby  the  clause  about  the 
Scotchwoman's  made  null  and  void.  If  the  gal 
could  get  hold  of  the  baronet  and  bring  him 
round,  she  might  marry  him  without  fear.  It's 
your  driveller  as  would  be  the  beggar." 

"Another  will  !"  uttered  Brunhilde,  aghast. 

"  When  you  was  away  in  Paris  I  rummaged 
about  the  place,  and  I  found  a  bottle  in  the  old 
bloke's  study,  stuffed  up  the  chimney.     'Fishes 
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and  magpie ' — wasn't  it,  he  said  ?  Well,  he  was 
the  magpie  for  hiding  of  it  there,  behind  the 
sculptured  fishes  on  the  chimney  board." 

"My  head's  going  round — let  me  think,"' 
murmured  Brunhilde,  after  a  prolonged  stare 
into  the  sky.  ''Don't  tell  me  any  more,  but 
follow."  She  moved  rapidly  to  the  river  side 
and  sat  down  upon  a  bench,  while  Nat  amused 
himself  by  gathering  stones  from  the  path  and 
sending  them  whizzing  over  the  water.  Whist- 
ling all  the  time,  he  leisurely  sought  out  the 
flattest  and  counted  the  ricochets  ere  they  sank. 
The  third  thong  of  the  whip  had  been  produced. 
The  result  of  its  application  would  be  interest- 
ing. 

For  awhile  Brunhilde  listened  to  his  tune, 
wondering  where  she  had  heard  it,  idly  watch- 
ing the  pleasure-boats  as  they  skimmed  by  the 
reedy  shore  opposite,  where  two  men  were 
fishing  patiently.  She  had  fished  patiently. 
Was  the  creel  to  be  brought  home  empty  ! 
For  James's  sake  and  her  own  she  had  imperil- 
led her  soul.  Was  there  no  avoiding  those 
breakers?  The  shallop  was  crazy  and  rotten, 
incapable  of  bearing  its  freight.     Another  will ! 

c>2 
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Here  was  the  missing  link  at  last.  The  design- 
ing minx  knew  of  it ;  of  course  she  did.  This 
was  the  motive  of  her  sympathy.  Was  Sir 
Arthur  now  sane  enough  to  be  legally  married? 
This  new  will  could  not  take  effect  unless  he 
were.  The  disinterested  conduct  of  the  girl 
was  explained  now.  She  had  probably  dis- 
covered that  the  lunatic  had  intervals  of  sense* 
Is  it  not  so  with  almost  all  ?  and  she  was  going 
to  profit,  if  she  could,  by  one  of  them.  What 
a  crafty  minx  it  was  !  She  must  have  obtained 
somehow  an  inkling  of  the  existence  of  that 
second  will.  Hence  her  anxiety  to  obtain  pos- 
session of  the  baronet  with  the  intention  of 
marrying  him  during  a  lucid  interval.  The 
eyes  of  the  Creole  were  opened  now.  Heavens! 
la  how  critical  a  position  were  she  and  James  I 
But  this  supreme  danger  could  be  made  of  none 
effect  by  the  faithful  Nat.  Services,  indeed  ! 
Was  there  to  be  no  end  to  those  that  he  would 
render?  He  had  the  horrid  paper  in  his  posses- 
sion. How  lucky  !  He  must  destroy  it. 
Would  he?  Would  the  disobedient  vassal,  who 
was  so  determined  to  play  the  tyrant,  be  gener- 
ous now  that  he   held  her   in    his    grip  ?     For 
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there  was  no  use  in  denying  the  unpleasant  fact 
that  she  was  entirely  in  his  power.  What  price 
would  he  demand?  Brunhilde  trembled  as  she 
thought  of  that.  With  cold-blooded  calculation 
he  had  kept  this  secret  buried  in  his  breast  for 
months,  biding  his  time,  knowing  all  the  while 
that  he  had  but  to  speak,  for  her  deftest  weav- 
ings  to  be  torn  to  shreds.  He  must  be  petted 
and  cajoled.  At  all  hazards  Sir  Arthur  must  be 
removed  without  delay.  One  thing,  at  any  rate* 
was  certain.  There  were  fresh  reasons  now — 
hosts  of  them — for  placing  the  prisoner  in  safe- 
ty. Whether  he  was  sane  or  not,  he  must  never 
— never — regain  his  liberty.  But  what  a  riddle 
was  Nat!  What  did  he  intend  to  do?  He 
swore  solemnly  that  the  baronet  was  mad,  and 
yet  he  talked  of  driving  a  bargain  with  the 
governess.  He  could  gain  nothing  by  a  bargain 
with  the  enemy.  That  was  an  idle  threat,  for 
if  it  was  a  mere  question  of  money  she,  Brun- 
hilde, could  be  more  liberal  than  Gloria.  James 
must  be  told  of  this,  and  Nat  must  be  coaxed  to 
destroy  the  will.  Unruly,  unprincipled,  grasp- 
ing. That  she  should  be  in  the  power  of  such 
a  man  !     What  was  to  be  his  price  ? — What  ? 
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The  Creole  called  him  to  her  side  and  laid  her 
jewelled  hand  in  his. 

"Nat!"  she  said,  with  a  sad  dignity,  "I  sur- 
render at  discretion,  but  do  not  deceive  your- 
self. You  have  more  to  gain  by  serving  me, 
than  by  going  over  to  the  other  camp.  My 
wedding  with  Mr.  Dyson  an  accomplished  fact, 
you  will  claim  your  share  of  the  fortune,  and  it 
shall  be  regularly  paid.  Did  you  say  ten  thou- 
sand pounds?  You  shall  have  more.  Oh,  no, 
no !  Not  that !  You  foolish,  foolish  fellow — can't 
you  perceive  that  it  may  never  be  ?  To  gain 
possession  of  the  money  I  must  first  be  Mr. 
Dyson's  wife.  Besides,  know  once  for  all  that 
I  would  rather  die.  If  I  were  your  wife — you 
must  be  madder  than  Sir  Arthur  even  to  have 
dreamed  of  such  a  project — do  you  think  we 
should  be  happy  ?     No." 

"And  yet/'  Nat  murmured,  "if  you  and  I 
wrere  to  set  up  in  business  we  might  do  much." 

What  a  whimsical  situation  it  was.  The 
thoughts  of  Brunhilde,  as  she  looked  at  her  un- 
gainly admirer,  wandered  back  to  the  far  distant 
past.  If  Patterson  had  never  rescued  and  rais- 
ed her,  she  would,  with  miles  of  ocean   ebbing 
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and  flowing  between,  have  grown  to  be  a  fit 
companion  for  such  a  man  as-  this. 

Nathaniel,  who  had  been  gazing  at  her  with 
peculiar  wistfulness,  turned  fretfully  away. 

"  Nat !  The  will.     May  I  see  it  V 
•  -  Yes." 

*;  It  must  be  burned." 

"  No." 

"  Is  that  final  ?"  The  Creole  sighed  and  lock- 
ed her  hands  together.  "  I'm  to  be  the  slave 
then  and  you  the  master.  Your  love,  as  you 
are  pleased  to  call  it,  is  of  a  noble  kind.  What 
else  could  one  expect  from  a  gaol-bird  Vs  Nath- 
aniel winced.     "  The  journey  to  France " 

tk  I'm  ready  to  start,  so  you  need  not  look  so 
disdainful.  Though  a  rough,  ignorant  chap,  I'm 
not  so  unworthy  as  you  think — a  much  better 
sort  than  you  take  me  for,  let  me  tell  yer,  or  I 
would  have  punished  you  for  your  insults  long 
ago." 

The  sleek-coated  panther  was  quite  tame,  and 
would  go  through  her  tricks  henceforth  in  per- 
fect style,  obeying  the  commands  of  the  tamer. 
The  triumph  of  Mr.  Bodfish  was  complete. 

Sitting  beside  her  on  the  garden  bench,  with 
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roses  drooping  in  festoons  behind  and  the  greasy 
Thames  in  front,  he  held  the  hand  of  the  god- 
dess and  kissed  it.  Did  this  forebode  another 
declaration  "?  Ungenerous,  cruel  tyrant !  How 
like  a  low-bred  wretch  so  to  abuse  his  advan- 
tage !  Oh,  that  fateful  day  in  Regent  Street ! 
A  pretty  thing  to  confer  favours,  and  then 
claim  that  which  turns  them  all  to  curses  ! 

(i  You  wanted  to  make  a  tool  of  me,"  he  said, 
sadly,  "  and  perhaps  I  ought  to  be  satisfied  to 
be  no  better.  I'm  a  queer  sort,  and  you  don't 
know  me  one  little  bit,  though  you've  bin  edi- 
cated  up  to  the  nines,  proper,  while  I  was  drag- 
ged up  by  the  scruff  of  my  neck,  anyhow.  You 
can't  help  me  loving  you,  whether  you  like  it 
or  whether  you  don't,  and  I  do — there.  What 
I  said  when  we  met  that  day  was  right,  though 
you're  not  what  I  thought  you  was.  I  could 
have  been  good,  you  know,  if  you'd  have  let  me, 
but  you  wouldn't,  so  we  won't  discuss  it. 
You've  done  rum  things,  and  put  rum  thoughts 
in  my  head,  as  weren't  of  my  breeding,  but  I 
ain't  agoing  to  upbraid  you.  Like  me  if  you 
can — ;just  a  trifle,  for  I  can  be  true — but  any- 
ways, don't,   don't  tread  on  me,  becos,  though 
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you  won't  believe  it,  I've  my  little  pride,  and 
your  scorn  fills  me  with  devils  wriggling  like 
eels,  and  driving  me  crazy.  I'm  not  going  to 
hurt  a  hair  of  your  head  unless  you  drive  me  to 
it — not  I.  That  paper  is  safer  with  me  than  up 
the  chimney.  Let  that  content  ye.  The  money 
shall  be  yours,  and,  as  you  say,  when  all's 
squared,  I'll  have  my  share,  for  the  labourer's 
worthy  of  his  hire.  What  do  you  think  of  me 
now  I 

Brunhilde  pressed  his  hand  in  silence.  In 
truth  he  was  a  paradox  ;  he  had  fought  for  the 
mastery — as  it  turned  out — merely  to  relinquish 
it.  Had  she  been  the  good  angel  he  first  sup- 
posed, who  knows  but  what  she  might  have 
made  an  honest  man  of  him  ?  When  your  own 
sense  of  moral  rectitude  is  misty,  how  can  you 
educate  another  whose  scale  is  even  lower  ?  At 
present  neither  had  to  do  with  honesty.  The 
nest  had  to  be  feathered,  and  the  feathers  must 
be  gathered  from  the  dung-heap. 

Her  spirit  eased  of  a  vast  load  of  anxiety  by 
the  discovery,  at  last,  of  Nat's  true  character, 
Mrs.  Patterson  gathered  up  her  skirts  and  went 
in  search  of  James.     If  he  were  made  to  see  his 
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real  danger  he  would  assume  a  courage  which 
he  had  not — since  self-preservation  is  the  first 
law  of  our  being,  he  would  have  to  accept  the 
situation,  but  might  make  a  noise  about  it. 
Hence,  when  she  found  him,  she  took  his  arm 
and  strolled  into  the  shrubbery,  that  none  might 
survey  the  throes  of  his  emotion.  There  she 
informed  him,  in  the  fewest  possible  words,  of 
all  she  knew,  baring  the  wound  and  poking  it 
with  sharpest  probes,  regardless  of  groans  and 
lamentations.  There  was  no  use  now  in  at- 
tempting to  mince  matters.  They  had  gotten 
themselves  into  a  terrjfic  scrape,  from  which 
they  must  be  extricated  by  any  means  that 
offered.  The  sleuth-hounds  were  on  the  track — 
measures,  stern  and  to  the  purpose,  must  be 
employed — there  would  be  a  brisk  tussle,  and 
then  peace.  Would  not  Mr.  Dyson  himself  like 
to  appear  in  the  matter — to  call  on  Pagani, 
and  tell  him  reasons  for  taking  his  patient  from 
his  house  ?  If  Mr.  Dyson  would,  it  might  look 
better — with  a  view  to  silencing  the  sleuth- 
hounds,  whose  bark  was  loud  and  resonant — 
but,  if  he  did  not  feel  up  to  it,  the  removal 
would    take  place  in  the   customary  way — by 
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the  agency  of  the  signer  of  the  order,  backed  up 
(lest  Pagani  should  make  objections  and  waste 
time)  by  the  countenance  of  the  commissioner 
his  friend. 

Brunhilde  was  aware  that  James  would  shrink 
under  the  operation,  and  that  he  would  succumb 
as  usual  to  necessity  she  was  also  certain  ;  but 
she  reckoned  without  the  obstinacy  of  weak 
natures,  which  always  asserts  itself  at  the  least 
opportune  moment.  James  wrung  his  hands., 
while  perspiration  bathed  his  brow,  cursed  fate, 
reviled  his  wife  that  was  to  be,  and  then  melted 
into  tears.  This  she  expected,  and  she  watch- 
ed the  phases  of  agony  as  a  tender  mother 
watches  the  paroxysms  of  a  loved  infant  —the 
crisis  which  precedes  convalescence.  But  when 
she  urged  him — for  the  sake  of  appearances, 
and  to  disarm  the  odious  governess — to  go 
himself  to  the  asylum,  and  show  himself  as  the 
brother  and  proper  guardian  of  the  patient  to 
doctors  and  attendants,  he  positively  refused. 
He  would  not  go — would  never  dare  to  look 
again  in  the  face  the  brother  he  had  wronged. 
His  brother  should  not  be  tormented — what  less 
than  torment  to  a  mind  diseased  was  prospect- 
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ive  racketing  to  and  fro  in  trains?  He  should 
not  be  sent  to  France.  Unless  the  subject  were 
dropped  once  and  for  ever,  he,  James,  would 
go  to  the  Chancellor  and  make  full  confession. 
Thanks  to  the  inward  monitor,  life  was  a  bur- 
den— the  world  a  hell !  He  would  make  a 
clean  breast  of  it,  and  afterwards  a  hole  in  the 
water.  Brunhilde  grew  wroth,  knowing  what 
she  thought  she  knew,  and  time  being  precious. 
What  a  coward  !  He  cried  and  howled,  because 
before  the  sickle  can  be  laid  upon  the  corn  there 
must  be  sowing.  And  what  a  selfish  coward  ! 
Hole  in  the  water  !  Did  he  expect  her,  who  had 
slaved  and  toiled  while  he  stood  shivering  and 
shaking,  to  join  him  in  his  leap  from  the  bridge  ? 
She  was  always  considering  him,  thinking  of 
his  interests — and  what  was  her  reward?  In- 
gratitude— hatred  ;  for  his  love  must  be  turned 
to  gall  for  him  to  talk  thus  of  suicide.  A  scene 
of  recrimination  ensued,  over  which  we  will  draw 
a  curtain,  because  it  is  no  pleasant  task  to 
chronicle  the  hard  words  flung  at  a  woman  by 
a  man,  or  to  schedule  the  long  list  of  benefits 
which  the  lady  professed  to  have  conferred. 
Alas  !  alas  !     Mrs.  Patterson  declared  that  the 
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chosen  of  her  heart  was  a  scoundrel,  who  loved 
her  no  more,  that  all  men  were  and  ever  will 
be  deceivers,  and  reproached  him  roundly  in 
that  he  had  the  desire  but  not  the  courage  to 
accomplish  crimes.  Lovers'  quarrels  are  the 
renewing  of  love,  saith  the  poet,  which  may  be 
true  of  tiffs  ;  but  how  about  the  moments  when 
harsh  things  are  said  which  may  never  be  for- 
gotten— when  burning  home-truths  are  told — 
when  motives  are  unveiled,  exposed  to  garish 
light  and  day,  which  humble  us,  in  our  own 
conceit,  to  the  earth?  James  listened  to  the 
sarcasms  of  his  betrothed,  and  groaned  and 
quivered  and  cowered  ;  but  for  once  in  his  life 
he  remained  steadfast,  calling  heaven  to  witness 
that,  come  what  might,  Sir  Arthur  should  not 
be  worried ;  that  at  Corbould  House  he  should 
remain,  so  long  as  he  was  condemned  to  duress ; 
that,  if  heaven  granted  him  his  wits  again,  he 
should  be  told  of  the  second  will. 

Strong  natures  dash  themselves  in  vain 
against  the  obstinacy  of  weak  ones.  Seeing 
that  there  was  no  moving  Mr.  Dyson  from  this 
attitude,  Mrs.  Patterson  gave  way,  from  mental 
lassitude   and   overpowering   sickness  of  heart. 
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He  knew,  she  murmured,  that  it  was  in  his 
interest  she  had  spoken  as  she  did.  Therefore, 
if  her  words  had  been  sharp,  they  must  be  for- 
given. If  she  cared  less  for  him,  she  would 
have  thrown  up  so  hard  a  game  ere  now — long, 
long  ago.  Did  he  quite  forgive  her — quite? 
If  she  had  said  harsh  words,  sharp  and  double- 
edged,  why,  so  had  he. 

"  Yes,  quite,"  he  answered,  returning  her 
embrace  with  a  cool  caress. 

"  Of  two  lovers,"  saith  a  cynical  French  pro- 
verb, "  the  one  kisses,  the  other  bends  a  cheek." 
James  was  bending  a  cheek,  and  a  cold  one. 
Brnnhilde  felt  it  with  a  heart-stab,  and  muttered 
in  her  despair,  "  The  kiss  on  the  mouth  touches 
not  the  soul !"  No  matter.  It  was  but  a  drop 
the  more  in  a  cup  brimful  of  aloes.  She  would 
wage  the  war  alone,  briug  it  to  a  victorious 
conclusion,  and  afterwards  make  evident  to  the 
faint-hearted  one  the  extent  of  all  he  owed  her. 
In  the  future  that  troublesome  monitor  of  his 
should  be  steeped  in  anaesthetics.  Meanwhile, 
she  would  act  on  her  own  responsibility,  taking 
it  for  granted  that  when  the  thing  was  done  he 
would  be  thankful. 
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And  so  it  came  about  that,  after  a  pretty 
piece  of  affectionate  dalliance,  which  moved  the 
ancient  gardener  well-nigh  to  tears  as  he  gazed 
upon  it  through  a  bush,  Brunhilde  swept  to  the 
place  where  Nat  was  waiting,  and  told  him  to 
be  off  at  once. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


A    FORLORN    HOPE. 


/^LORIS  was  not  so  enamoured  of  the  new 
^  project  as  the  young  doctor  expected,  and 
he  showed  his  disappointment,  for,  humdrum 
nineteenth  century  person  though  he  was,  clad 
in  the  pepper  and  salt  suit  of  professional  decor- 
um, there  was  a  spice  of  romance  about  the 
affair  which  would  raise  life  for  a  brief  while 
above  its  usual  dead  level  of  drab.  It  would 
be  like  rescuing  Mary  Stuart  from  Loch 
Leven — a  boat  with  muffled  oars ;  three  figures 
gliding  through  the  gloom  (for  the  attendant  who 
betrayed  his  trust  would  have  to  be  taken  as 
well)  the  crazy  one  carefully  watched  by  two  sane 
companions,  whirling  northward  in  the  "Flying 
Scotchman/'    out   of  the  reach    of  those   who 


A  FORLORN  HOPE.  241 

■would  cousigu  him  to  the  lowest  dungeon  be- 
neath the  castle  keep. 

"  Very  romantic,'"  sighed  the  governess,  "but 
impracticable.  Do  not  think  I  take  upon  my- 
self/' she  said,  gently,  ';  if  I  fail  to  see  it  in  the 
same  light  as  you  who  have  more  intelligence. 
I  cannot  reward  your  goodness ;  it  will  be  met- 
ed to  you  above,  but  I  am  very,  very  grateful 
for  your  interest  in  us.  For  such  a  piece  of 
strategy  to  be  carried  through,  money  would  be 
wanted — much  money — and  how  can  we  pro- 
cure any  ?  I  am  living  now  on  my  savings, 
which  are  well  nigh  exhausted.  You — pardon 
my  touching  on  so  delicate  a  point — are  poor,  I 
kuow.  Five  hundred  pounds  to  the  attendant 
— the  cost  of  the  journey,  and  the  living  of  the 
three  of  them  in  hiding  until  some  arrangement 
could  be  brought  about.  "Where  can  we  put 
our  hands  upon  six  hundred  pounds  ?  Mr.  Pat- 
terson must  apply  to  the  commissioners  in  the 
official  manner,  but  without  that  woman  know- 
ing it.  Having  established  a  friend  within  the 
citadel,  that  much  might  be  compassed." 

"Mr.  Patterson  must  have  money  of  his  own 
which  he  would  lend  us." 

VOL.  III.  B 
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"That  woman  has  got  hold  of  it,  be  sure — or 
how  has  she  been  living  in  luxury." 

True  enough.     She  must  have  done  so.     Mr. 
Patterson   absolutely   refused   to    attempt  any 
measures  which  could  in  any  way  be  harmful  to 
her.     Moreover,  experience  convinced  the  re- 
cluse that,  so  long  as  the  signer  of  the  order  re- 
mained neutral,  it  was  next  to   impossible   to 
obtain  liberty.     Such  was  his  sad  but  deliberate 
experience — and  was  it  not  theirs  as  well — the 
experience  of  Melvil  and  Cloris,  who  had  left 
no  stone  unturned,  but  who  had  gained  nothing 
by  their  labour,   except  sorrow.     It    did   seem 
hard  that  the  task  should  be  so  hopeless,  in  a 
country  which  calls  itself  civilised,  and  boasts  of 
a  perfect  jurisprudence  !     Letters  were  appear- 
ing in  the  papers  now  and  again  complaining  of 
the  convict  prisons — of  how  the  thermometer  was 
a  trifle  too  low  for  the  comfort  of  the   precious 
criminals — the  gruel  too  thin — the  meat  too  fat ; 
and  fussy  philanthropists  were  teasing  the   au- 
thorities, calling  on  them  to  abate  their  tyranny. 
But  nobody  cared  about  the  other  class  of  pris- 
oners— those  who   had  done  no  harm — around 
whom  there  was  no  aureole  of  crime.     Mad  peo- 
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pie  are  not  amusing,  as  such  a  one  is  who 
stamped  his  grandmother  to  death,  or  cut  his 
sweetheart's  throat  from  ear  to  ear.  And  those 
who  have  recovered  are  less  amusing  still,  for 
they  are  no  more  peculiar  than  you  or  I,  and 
yet  we  do  not  wish  to  come  in  contact  with 
them,  lest  peradventure  they  should  fly  out 
again  and  brain  us.  When  we  are  told  that 
such  a  one  is  liable  to  relapse,  wre  say,  u  Lock 
him  up,  then  !  Keep  him  close  !"  without  fur- 
ther inquiry,  turning  a  deaf  ear  to  a  whisper 
that  liberty  might  complete  his  cure.  It  might, 
but  it  might  not,  and  our  precious  selves  be 
placed  in  jeopardy.  It  is  better  that  he  should 
suffer  on,  than  that  we  should  run  a  risk.  In 
the  face  of  the  doctor's  mandate,  who  enjoys  his 
annual  wage,  and  the  interest  of  the  next  of  kin 
who  dons  dead  men's  shoes  before  his  time,  the 
voice  of  outcry  is  hushed.  And  when  to  these 
two  powerful  levers  is  added  the  fiat  of  the 
commissioners,  who  have  too  much  business  and 
too  little  time  to  look  into  a  case,  what  chance 
remains  for  the  prisoner  ?  He  is  hedged  in  by 
triple  walls,  chained  down  by  triple  gyves.  He 
takes  the  wisest — indeed  the   only  course.     He 
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accepts  his  fate,  knowing  that  hope  is  dead  ;  and 
drags  his  existence  along  with  as  much  philoso- 
phy as  may  be,  till  the  happy  day  arrives  when 
his  eyes  shall  remain  closed — his  sleep  no  more 
be  broken. 

Miss  Galbraith  had  left  no  means  untried  to 
attain  her  object,  and  her  heart  sank  within 
her  now  as  Melvil  related  the  details  of  his  visit 
to  the  asylum — the  noise,  and  the  nocturnal 
screams,  whose  effect  must  be  bad  upon  Sir 
Arthur,  whose  nerves  at  the  best  of  times  were 
unusually  susceptible.  So  long  as  his  property 
is  not  placed  in  neutral  hands  no  lunatic  can 
rely  upon  fair  play.  It  is  a  melancholy  fact, 
but  so  it  is.  Flesh  is  weak  and  fleshpots  are 
alluring — and  dead  men's  shoes  are  comfortable 
wear.  Conscience  will  cry  out  sometimes,  but 
its  voice  becomes  weaker  and  more  weak  as 
years  go  by,  till  at  length  we  hear  it  not  at  all. 
Miss  Galbraith  had  no  right,  you  will  say,  to 
expect  that  her  protest  would  be  attended  to. 
She  was  merely  a  vexatious  meddler.  Well,  so 
she  was.  But,  if  the  unlucky  baronet  had  not 
been  bequeathed  a  fortune,  it  would  have  been 
the  interest  of  no  one  that  he  should  become  a 


A  FORLORN  HOPE.  245 

hopeless  imbecile.  With  Mr.  Patterson — and 
many  another  patient  of  the  kind — the  case  was 
different.  Though  there  was  little  money  at 
stake  his  person  was  in  the  grasp  of  one  who,  in 
order  to  wed  another,  wished  him  in  his  grave 
— and  there  was  no  functionary  with  powers 
well  defined  enough  to  rescue  him  from  the 
effect  of  her  lettre  de  cachet.  And  so  in  natural 
sequence  the  persons  who  reflected  upon  these 
two  cases  running  in  parallel  grooves  came 
reluctantly  to  the  conclusion  that,  the  Lunacy 
Laws  being  what  they  are,  there  was  nothing 
to  be  done  for  either.  Since  a  romantic  escape 
could  not  be  managed  from  lack  of  funds,  the 
pair  must  languish  on,  and  their  friends  must 
watch  their  fading,  hoping  that  they  soon 
would  die. 

To  you  and  I,  who  look  down  from  our 
watch-tower  upon  the  dancing  of  our  puppets,  it 
is  instructive  to  take  a  general  survey. 

Here  are  a  set  of  individuals  who,  if  tempta- 
tion had  not  boen  put  before  them,  would  have 
gone  on  with  decorum  to  the  end.  None  of 
them  were  deliberately  wicked  in  the  matter, 
except,  perhaps,    Messrs.  Bodfish   and  Patsey, 
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whose  education  had  warped  their  sense  of 
right  and  wrong  from  earliest  childhood.  The 
latter  was  the  worst  of  the  two,  for  he  was 
swayed  merely  by  money,  whereas  the  former 
was  working  for  the  temporal  advantage  of 
one  to  whom  he  had  freely  given  himself, 
body  and  soul.  Brunhilde  was  not  intentional- 
ly wicked.  If,  on  board  the  Paramatta,  she  had 
been  told  what  she  would  be  led  to  do,  she 
would  have  been  horrified.  Circumstances 
placed  her  in  a  predicament  which  led  to  an- 
other and  another,  till  there  was  no  escape. 
James  Dyson  was  her  tool,  and,  as  she  really 
loved  this  man,  scruples  were  put  to  sleep  by 
the  argument  that  she  was  working  a  little 
evil  that  permanent  good  might  come  to  him. 
She  ought  to  have  been  heroic,  you  will  say ;  to 
have  fought  with  Apollyon  and  conquered 
him.  She  ought,  no  doubt,  but  her  own  early 
life  was  not  so  well  cared  for  as  yours,  good 
sir  and  madam.  No  tender  parent  had  chidden 
juvenile  misdoings ;  no  careful  mother  had 
trained  the  young  plant  to  grow  straight.  And 
the  rest — by  what  excellent  motives  were  they 
influenced  ?      Mr.    Joddrell    was  an   admirable 
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man,  if  somewhat  asinine.  He  knew  himself 
to  be  perfectly  ignorant  on  the  subject  of  in- 
sanity, and,  moreover,  had  a  deep  respect  for 
the  asylum-keeper.  Than  Dr.  Pagani,  what 
could  be  more  theoretically  virtuous  ?  A  scienti- 
fic dreamer,  he  was  so  busily  employed  in  star- 
gazing that  he  could  not  perceive  what  was 
passing  under  his  nose.  And  the  second  in 
command,  an  indolent,  good-humoured  gentle- 
man, of  conservative  principles,  who  was  con- 
tent that  the  outside  of  the  sepulchre  should  be 
white,  without  heeding  the  corruption  within? 
He  was  satisfied  that  lunacv  was  incurable,  and, 
being  accustomed  to  see  things  done  in  a  certain 
way,  was  vastly  indignant  at  the  impudence  of 
a  young  jackanapes  who  proposed  to  teach 
their  duty  to  his  betters.  And  yet  how  terrible 
was  the  wrong  inflicted  upon  two  innocent 
persons  by  these  people  who  were  dreamy, 
indolent,  too  weak  of  purpose  to  combat  their 
selfish  inclinations!  The  "system"  must  be 
unutterably  rotten  when  such  things  are  not 
possible  but  probable — are,  indeed,  occurring 
every  day. 

But  to  return  to  our  narrative.     The  common 
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sense  of  Miss  Galbraith  imposed  on  her  the 
unpleasant  duty  of  pouring  cold  water  on  her 
champion ;  but  he  merely  shook  himself  after 
the  bath,  and  returned  undaunted  to  the  charge. 
Shackled  by  strong  self-interest,  he  was  long 
ere  he  donned  his  armour,  but,  being  roused  at 
last,  he  was  not  easily  repulsed. 

War  without  sinews  cannot  be  carried  on. 
That  is  a  platitude.  Rack  his  brain  as  he 
would,  the  sum  of  £600  was  as  much  out  of 
Melvil's  reach  as  the  sun.  He  had  no  security 
whereon  to  borrow  it ;  neither  had  CI  oris,  as 
she  too  plainly  showed.  Nor  had  he  a  friend 
who  was  the  privileged  possessor  of  so  much 
superfluous  coin.  He  had  many  friends  who 
would  have  been  too  glad  to  lend  him  a  sove- 
reign— but  £600  !  Even  a  subscription  amongst 
his  cronies  would  be  far  below  that  total.  Xo 
thoroughfare  in  that  direction — and  yet,  with 
the  buoyancy  of  youth,  he  had  in  his  enthusiasm 
talked  to  Patsey  as  if  money  were  no  object 
whatever.  Would  Patsey  undertake  the  task 
at  once,  and  send  in  his  bill  at  Christmas? 
Hardly.  Services  such  as  he  was  expected  to 
render  would  be  for  cash  payment  only.     What 
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was  to  be  done?  Day  after  day  the  subject 
was  discussed  and  re-discussed  in  Miss  Gal- 
hraith's  sitting-room,  till  the  landlady  said, 

"  Well,  I'm  sure !"  with  a  sniff  at  her  red- 
haired  daughter  opposite.  M I  'ope  for  'er  sake 
as  'e  means  'onourable.  There's  no  trusting 
appearances,  for  all  'e  looks  so  honest." 

Whereupon  the  auburn  damsel  responded — 
she  was  given  to  penny  literature — 

"Lawk,  ma!  When  they  don't  mean  'onour- 
able they  wear  pins  and  rings  and  lovely 
clothes ;  this  fellar  has  got  elbers  in  his  knees." 

But  nothing  tangible  resulted  except  a  con- 
viction that  pigmies  must  not  try  to  remove 
mountains.  Being  young  and  sanguine,  Dr. 
Winthrop  could  not  divest  himself  of  a  childish 
notion  that  when  things  are  really  at  their 
blackest  they  mast  mend.  In  this  instance 
nothing  delightful  supervened,  though  day 
followed  day  in  feverish  uncertainty.  The  six 
hundred  pounds  did  not  drop  from  heaven,  no 
moribund  left  a  legacy,  nobody  advertised  in 
the  paper  for  the  address  of  Winthrop.  with  a 
hint  of  something  to  his  advantage. 

It  was  on  a  Tuesday  night  that  the  young 
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doctor  had  tapped  so  jubilantly  at  the  lodging 
door.  It  was  on  the  ensuing  Saturday  that  he 
announced  his  purpose  of  undergoing  once 
more  the  unpleasant  ordeal  of  hanging  about 
the  sequestered  road  which  led  to  Corbould 
House,  with  the  intention  of  again  interviewing 
Mr.  Patterson. 

%'  I  fail  to  see  what  good  can  come  of  that," 
returned  Miss  Galbraith,  whose  spirits  were  so 
low  that  she  rather  revelled  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  despair.  "  You  met  that  particular 
attendant  once  by  chance.  Such  luck  can't 
occur  twice.  Some  one  will  peach,  and  the 
people  will  be  vigilant." 

"  I've  warned  him  of  my  coming,"  returned 
Melvil,  with  a  petulant  motion  of  the  shoulders, 
for  he  resented  this  constant  douche.  M  He 
expects  me ;  so  don't  be  in  a  fidget." 

Patsey  did  expect  him,  and,  once  within  the 
boundary,  proceeded  to  business  with  startling 
promptitude. 

"  Lookee  here,"  he  said.  "  You  cum  palaver- 
ing me,  and  wanting  this  and  that,  and  making 
arrangements  about  fees  and  what  not,  and  you 
don't  keep  your  word.     You  said  as  my  pal  was 
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double-faced,  and  I  won't  say  he's  not,  but  .so 
are  you.  What's  y'r  game  ?  He  was  here  the 
day  afore  yesterday,  but  I  said  nothing  about 
you,  because  you  said  I  was  to  trust  to  y'r 
word,  and  I  believed  you.  You  prove  that  you 
are  on  the  square,  or  I'll  tell  him  everything. 
Blest  if  I  don't  believe  you  forged  that  note  of 
his  to  take  me  in,  for  he  never  mentioned  it, 
and  acted  altogether  contrariwise." 

11  He  has  been  here,"  exclaimed  Winthrop, 
presaging  trouble,  and  cursing  his  own  pro- 
crastination.    I*  What  for?" 

"  To  remove  his  patient,  of  course.  You 
knew'd  he  was  going  to  do  it,  as  you  forged 
it  on  the  letter.  Come,  you're  a  triangle,  or 
I'm  a  Hottentot — anything  but  square." 

"He's  gone.  Sir  Arthur  gone!  When  — 
where  ?" 

Patsey  examined  the  third  governor  in  the 
moonlight  with  increased  suspicion.  That  this 
was  an  unexpected  stroke  was  evident.  What 
was  it  that  he  was  up  to — what  was  his  game  ? 
One  day  he  arrived  with  a  note,  wherein  Mr. 
Bodfish  expressed  himself  his  friend,  and  so 
succeeded  in  throwing  the  guileless   owner  of 
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the  ginger  topping  off  his  guard.  Then  Mr. 
Bodfieh  came,  and  never  mentioned  the  anony- 
mous document  scrawled  in  his  clumsy  hand. 
And  here  was  the  third  governor,  with  his 
mouth  open,  thunderstruck,  asking  questions 
which  he  might  be  supposed  himself  to  be  able 
to  answer.  Of  course  it  was  a  forgery,  and  a 
badly  executed  one.  Without  knowing  his 
game,  Mr.  Patsey  vowed  he  would  go  no 
further.  Indeed,  unless  it  was  made  worth  his 
while  to  hold  his  tongue,  he  would  call  out  to 
the  porter  to  go  to  Dr.  Pagani,  and  say  that 
Dr.  Winthrop  was  there,  and  wished  to  see  him. 
Melvil  ground  his  teeth.  He  could  not  say, 
'•I  discoursed  to  you  of  moneys  that  were  not 
at  my  command,  and  I  now  want  to  see  Mr. 
Patterson  in  order  to  find  out  if  he  can  put  me 
in  the  way  of  getting  some."  Patsey's  sus- 
picions being  roused,  he  would  not,  even  if 
cajoled  into  arranging  an  interview,  act  with 
his  former  delicacy,  and  withdraw  out  of  hear- 
ing. He  was  master  of  the  situation,  and  burn- 
ing with  curiosity.  The  unhappy  baronet  was 
beyond  seas  by  this  time — spirited  whither? 
What  would  Cloris  say  when  he  brought  the 
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news  to  her  that  her  worst  fears  were  realized, 
that  the  wretched  man  who  had  gone  mad  for 
love  of  her  was  out  of  reach  for  ever — liable  to 
every  torment,  every  cruelty — since  the  woman 
who  in  cold  blood  had  turned  the  key  upon  her 
husband's  living  tomb,  had  got  this  second 
victim  also  in  her  power?  Poor  Gloria  would 
curse  and  expel  him  from  her  presence,  for  he 
might  have  prevented  this  if  he  had  at  once 
done  his  duty,  instead  of  hoping  against  hope 
on  his  own  account. 

"  Do  you  know  where  Sir  Arthur  has  been 
taken?"  inquired  the  third  governor,  with  a 
meek  earnestness  wdrich  wras  more  suspicious 
still. 

"How  should  I  know,  being  only  an  attend- 
ant ?"'  was  the  sullen  rejoinder.  "All  I  know 
is  that  the  family  shay  fetched  him — green 
panels  with  a  red  hand  — and  my  pal  ordered 
'em  all  about,  and  they  obeyed,  while  the 
patient  screeched  horrid,  and  the  first  guv 'nor 
shook  his  head  as  he  went  in  again,  and  wished 
the  mounseers  joy  of  their  bargain." 

The  mounseers  !  Then  he  really  was  remov- 
ed from  England.     There  was  nothing  left  to 
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be   done  within   these  accursed  precincts.     Sir 
Arthur  Dyson  was  practically  defunct. 

So  distressed  was  Melvil  at  the  triumph  of  the 
foe,  and  the  grief  that  would  corne  on  Cloris, 
that  he  postponed  the  fatal  moment  when  he 
should  have  to  break  the  news.  She  would 
be  sitting  up  awaiting  his  return,  he  knew. 
That  she  expected  the  worst  he  was  aware. 
But  surely  in  some  cases  suspense,  however 
painful,  is  better  than  dreadful  certainty.  At 
least  the  young  doctor  tried  to  persuade  himself 
that  it  is  ;  for  if  her  pale,  worn  face,  and  darkly- 
encircled  eyes,  were  painful  to  look  upon,  how 
much  more  intense  would  her  uncontrollable 
grief  be  when  there  was  no  more  doubt  possible 
that  she  had  heard  the  last  of  her  lover.  Years 
hence,  perchance,  there  would  be  a  newspaper 
announcement  of  his  death  somewhere  abroad 
— and  that  would  be  all.  How  many  years 
would  elapse  before  the  release — how  many 
years  of  tribulation  piled  up  at  compound  inter- 
est? Decidedly  Dr.  Winthrop  would  in  mercy 
leave  her  to  her  vigil  till  to-morrow.  Something 
might  happen  even  yet  to  bring  things  right. 
They  were  so  very,  very  black  that  surely  this 
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must  be  the  turning  point !  Elastic,  sanguine 
youth !  Melvil  had  not  passed  out  of  his 
twenties,  and  still  religiously  believed  in  rose- 
colour. 

He  walked  about  till  dawn,  knowing  that  to 
sleep  would  be  impossible.  He  covered  on  foot 
the  distance  between  Bow  and  central  London; 
spun  histories  for  all  the  wretched  waifs  who 
snatched  a  fitful  rest  under  porticoes  in  the 
shady  corners,  till  moved  on  by  the  night 
policeman ;  marked  the  arrival  of  lumbering 
carts  in  the  thoroughfares  around  Covent  Gar- 
den; watched  their  unpacking,  and  the  swarm  of 
dusky  mortals  who  rose  as  it  were  out  of  the 
earth,  with  strings  of  oaths  upon  their  lips,  to 
give  their  assistance  in  unloading ;  followed 
them  to  recondite  public-houses,  where  frowsy 
maidens  distributed  cups  of  coffee  and  hunches 
of  bread  and  butter.  Though  the  weather  was 
warm  the  morning  air  was  chill.  He  joined  the 
band  of  labourers,  flower-sellers,  costermongers, 
what  not,  who,  busy  in  the  race  for  food,  took 
no  heed  of  him.  He  was  of  another  breed,  but 
it  mattered  not.  The  costers'  auction  would 
begin  at  five — their  number  was  legion — each 
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one  had  to  circumvent  his  neighbour  in  obtain- 
ing the  best  for  his  barrow,  and  Fan  and  Bet 
and  Kitty  must  be  seen  to  in  the  matter  of 
flowers,  or  there  would  be  cheek-scratching 
iustead  of  kissing.  Business  is  business,  for  the 
successful  arranging  of  which  the  inner  man 
must  be  supplied  with  coffee.  Xo  one  troubled 
their  heads  about  Dr.  Winthrop,  who  considered 
and  considered  his  labyrinth  without  perceiving 
an  outlet. 

The  uproar  of  the  market  was  over,  the 
barrows  stocked,  the  flower-girls  provided — 
only  an  ocean  of  dismembered  cabbage-stalks 
remained  to  tell  of  the  scrimmage.  Melvil's 
mind  was  made  up.  The  only  chance — the 
very  last — was  to  beard  the  brothers — James 
and  Barnaby — and  appeal  to  their  better  feel- 
ings. A  foolish,  useless  job.  James,  Dr.  Win- 
throp had  seen  once,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
dSjeuner — of  Barnaby's  existence  he  only  knew 
by  looking  up  the  family  in  the  Baronet- 
age. When  people  deliberately  sin,  there  is 
little  to  be  gained  by  preaching  to  them.  They 
only  grow  angry.  It  would  be  a  satisfaction 
to  himself,  however,  to  know  that  all  had  been 
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tried,  not  only  what  was  probable,  but  what 
was  possible.  To  arrive  at  that  poor  satisfac- 
tion, he  resolved  to  take  a  morning  train  and 
catch  the  elder  Dyson  before  he  could  leave  his 
home  ;  as  to  the  other  brother,  circumstances 
must  decide  about  him.  It  would  be  something 
to  be  able  to  tell  Cloris  of  this  final  step  when 
breaking  to  her  the  awful  truth.  It  was  seven 
o'clock.  A  wash  and  a  change  of  raiment,  and 
then  it  would  be  easy  to  reach  Richmond  by 
breakfast-time.  The  clock  struck  half-past  nine 
as  he  rang  the  bell  at  the  Grove. 

James  Dyson  was  ill  and  miserable.  That 
scene  of  recrimination,  when  he  had  courage  to 
take  his  stand,  had  tried  his  nerves  to  their 
extreme  limit  of  tension,  and  left  him  after- 
wards exhausted.  The  beautiful  Creole  had 
assumed  the  proportions  of  a  gorgon — all  the 
more  beautiful  in  that  her  gaze  was  deadly. 
She  was  a  jettatura — a  human  upas-tree,  gifted 
with  subtle  powers  which  it  was  not  in  human 
nature  to  withstand — once  under  the  glance  of 
the  evil  eye  it  was  no  use  to  resist  its  influence. 
You  were  doomed,  and  must  accept  your  fate. 
James  Dyson  had  wandered  into  Circe's  den  ; 
VOL.  III.  S 
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bad  eaten  of  the  good  things  therein  provided, 
and  must  now  pay  the  penalty.  The  siren  was 
pitiless — a  vampire  who  called  for  gore.  Very 
well,  she  must  have  it — the  reddest  of  arterial 
blood,  and  then  would  come  the  end— the 
sooner,  yes,  the  sooner  the  better.  What  a 
comfort  when  it  should  be  over ! 

That  he  could  by  any  possibility  escape  out 
of  her  snares  never  occurred  to  him.  He  had 
grown  accustomed  to  submission.  That  she 
had  striven  with  might  and  main  to  push  him 
from  her,  had  refused  him  twice,  and  only 
yielded  at  last  because  of  his  ardent  importu- 
nity was  not  remembered.  If  she  had  once 
been  a  fatalist,  so  now  was  he.  He  was  hers. 
Had  she  not  said  so  in  her  anger? — hers,  bound 
limb  to  limb.  There  was  no  escape.  She  meant 
to  marry  him — within  a  week ;  had  named  the 
day  herself  and  made  all  arrangements.  How 
was  it  possible  to  escape?  I  am  not  sure  that 
he  even  realised  that  such  a  conclusion  to  his 
wooing  was  to  be  desired.  If  a  thing  is  in- 
evitable, why  cavil  and  groan  ?  How  many 
men  on  their  wedding  morning  would  give 
half  their  possessions  to  escape  ?     How  many, 
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as  they  don  the  traditional  white  waistcoat 
and  blue  frock,  wish  that  they  were  black 
instead  ?  And  yet — those  victims  put  a 
smiling  face  on  it,  pretend  they  like  it. 
talk  nonsense  at  the  breakfast,  depart  in  a 
shower  of  rice,  and  are  not  so  wretched  after 
all.  All  will  admit  that  the  honeymoon  is  a 
ghastly  trial,  but,  that  ordeal  safely  over  without 
an  open  rupture,  husband  and  wife  shake  them- 
selves up  together,  as  coin-sweaters  do  gold  in 
a  sack,  smoothing  down  the  edges — and  it  is 
but  a  small  minority  who  find  an  existence  a 
deux  intolerable. 

Brunhilde  was  a  luridly  lovely  creature,  whom 
the  new  diamonds  would  become  right  well. 
There  they  were  on  the  writing-table  in  a  pale 
blue  velvet  casket,  and  she  was  coming  by-and- 
by  to  see  them.  She  was  charming  too — the 
pleasantest  of  companions,  when  not  provoked 
to  violence.  "When  she  was  in  a  passion,  she 
was  dreadful  to  behold.  But  it  must  be  her  hus- 
band's duty,  for  the  general  well-being,  to  keep 
in  good  temper — which  would  not  be  difficult 
if  she  were  to  have  it  all  her  own  way, — for  it 
hot  she  was  by  nature  indolent.    Her  own  way  ! 

s  2 
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There  was  where  the  shoe  pinched.     Whither 
would  her  own  way  lead  the  impulsive  beauty  ? 
Her  moral  sense  was  lower  than  that  of  most 
women,  as   James   had   cause   to   know.     She 
would  calmly  talk   of  things  being  done    off- 
hand, which  smacked  disagreeably  of  the  dock. 
If  she  were  to  be  uncontrolled,  of  what  might 
she  not  be  guilty,  and  who  was  to  control  her? 
Once,  and  only  once,  did  James  dare  to  hold 
his  own,,  and  he  knew  that  such  another  scene 
lie  could  not  endure,  without  rushing  off  after- 
wards  to    the    uttermost    ends   of    the    earth. 
Happily,  she  had   given  way  about  that   pre- 
posterous  notion    of  despatching   his    stricken 
brother  trapesing  about  the  globe  like  a  wan- 
dering  Jew.      But    she    might    concoct    some 
other  scheme,  equally  reprehensible,  and   how 
would  he  have  strength  to  withstand  it?     Cer- 
tainly,  it   was   most   fortunate   that   she    had 
consented  to  give  up  that  one  ! 

Then  as  to  his  eldest  brother  he  strove  hard 
to  console  himself.  It  was  true  that  Pagani 
had  staked  his  professional  reputation  upon  the 
permanency  of  the  baronet's  disease.  That 
was  well.     But  the  most  learned  of  mortals  err. 


A  FORLORN  HOPE.  261 

When  he  sifted  his  conduct — as  he  anxiously 
did  of  nights — James  was  pleased  to  find  that 
the  sum  of  his  iniquities  was  small ;  but  the 
heap  was  growing,  and  would  grow.  Those 
diamonds,  there,  were  in  point.  How  in  a  dis- 
tant future  could  he  ever  explain  away  to  his 
brother  the  purchase  of  those  diamonds  ?  He 
could  not  even  frame  the  lame  excuse  that  by 
the  oddity  of  Sir  Noel's  testamentary  arrange- 
ments he  could  feel  he  had  a  lien  upon  the 
property.  There  was  that  second  will — that 
cursed  second  will,  which  left  everything  ab- 
solutely to  Sir  Arthur,  to  do  with  as  he  pleased. 
Brunhilde  had  spoken  out  quite  plainly  about 
that  second  will.  And  when  they  went  up  to 
buy  her  wedding  dress — plain  violet  silk,  since 
there  was  to  be  no  display — they  had  looked  in 
at  Garrard's,  and  she  whispered  that  she  had 
no  jewels  good  enough  to  wear  at  the  draw- 
ing-room— well — he  could  not  help  himself. 
She  took  a  fancy  to  the  stones,  and  the  jewel- 
ler's assistant  was  seductive,  and  she  then 
and  there  suggested  some  slight  changes 
in  the  setting — and  somehow  or  other  they 
lay   on   the   table   now,    in    the   pretty  velvet 
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case,    with   "  B.   D."    emblazoned   on    the   lid. 

"Well!  he  was  a  fool  to  be  so  morbidly  in- 
clined, and  if  he  were  not  careful  he  would 
grow  into  a  misanthrope.  How  many  of  the 
smart  people  who  fluttered  round  his  future 
wife  would  dub  him  "  lucky  dog  "  ?  Instead  of 
a  younger  son  with  only  a  pittance,  he  was  in 
the  enjoyment  of  plenty,  and  practical  owner  of 
the  family  place — and  possessor  too  of  a  woman 
who  was  a  resplendent  professional  beauty  ? 
.  In  truth  she  was  perfectly  right  to  rate  him, 
though  he  could  wish  her  tongue  were  less 
bitter.  Next  week  they  would  step  out  to  a 
neighbouring  church,  and  then  flit  off  on  a  tour. 
It  is  wise  to  accept  with  gladness  the  joys  of 
the  present,  without  peering  too  closely  into 
the  future.  James  Dyson  had  just  finally  de- 
termined to  cheer  up  and  eat  a  hearty  meal, 
and  lock  up  that  wearisome  skeleton,  when  lo ! 
the  bell  rang — and  all  the  bones  came  rattling 
about  his  ears. 

Dr.  Winthrop's  card.  Wiuthrop — Winthrop — 
he  had  heard  the  name  before,  but  could  not 
recall  where.  When  the  gentleman  appeared, 
a  spasm  rose  in  Mr.  Dyson's  throat.     One  of  the 
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doctors  of  the  asylum — introduced  here  by 
Pagani — something  shocking  must  have  hap- 
pened to  Sir  Arthur.  James  pointed  to  a  chair 
with  a  hand  that  shook  slightly,  and  called  for 
a  second  teacup. 

Melvil  felt  very  shy.  What  had  he  come  for? 
What  did  he  expect  ?  This  man  was  under  the 
spell  of  the  baleful  woman — had  deliberately 
buried  his  brother  alive  in  order  to  commit 
bigamy  comfortably.  He  must  be  a  hardened 
sinner,  despite  his  apple  face  and  pleasant  ex- 
pression of  countenance.  A  hardened,  cruel 
villain  in  good  sooth,  though  he  did  not  look 
like  it.  What  could  the  visitor  say  to  him — 
how  begin  ? 

Mechanically  the  young  doctor  accepted  the 
proffered  seat — stirred  the  tea — broke  a  bit  of 
toast.  The  longer  he  sat  there  discussing  po- 
litical events  the  less  easy  did  his  task  grow. 
James  was  too  polite  to  ask  u  to  what  he  owed 
the  favour."  The  young  man  was  shy  and  un- 
accustomed to  good  society — would  probably 
say  by-and-by  that  he  was  sent  by  Pagani, 
and  deliver  a  message.  Thank  God,  no- 
thing   dreadful    could    have    happened    or   the 
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messenger  would  have   mentioned  it  at  once. 

"A  little  more  tea?" 

"  Thank  you." 

As  he  poured  it  out  James  was  uneasily  con- 
scious of  a  twinge  of  disappointment.  If  Sir 
Arthur  had  in  an  access  of  mania  jumped  out  of 
the  window,  or  cut  his  throat,  he  would  also  by 
the.  same  process  have  cut  a  tangled  knot. 
Poor  fellow !  It  is  very  terrible  (everybody 
would  have  said),  but  it  is  a  release,  for  death 
is  better  than  life-long  lunacy.  James  would 
have  been  genuinely  sorry,  but  he  would  have 
got  over  it,  and  what  a  load  the  melancholy 
event  would  have  lifted  off  his  back ! 

A  desperately  shy  person  this  Dr.  Winthrop. 
Suddenly  he  seized  his  courage,  and  blurted 
out,  in  a  voice  that  was  pitched  in  too  loud  a 
key, 

"  I've  come  to  speak  to  you  about  Sir  Arthur 
Dyson." 

James  supposed  so,  and  bowed  quietly.  Hav- 
ing made  the  plunge  it  was  easier  to  proceed. 
Melvil  cleared  his  throat,  and  continued. 

u  You  may  think  me  impertinent,"  he  said, 
u  in  forcing  on  you  my  views  of  your  private 
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affairs,  but  I  can't  help  that.  I've  got  mixed 
up  in  them — through  no  desire  of  my  own, 
and  I  cannot  rest  without  saying  what  I 
think  of  you.  You  are  a  wicked  man,  and,  so 
sure  as  there  is  a  God  above,  you  will  be  pun- 
ished for  your  wickedness— not  in  this  world, 
perhaps,  since  the  wicked  prosper  here,  but  in 
the  next." 

James  started,  and  pushed  his  cup  away. 
Why  had  the  inward  monitor  clothed  itself 
in  the  guise  ofWinthrop?  and  why  was  it  al- 
ways nagging?  Had  he  not  often  explained 
to  the  said  monitor  that  really  he  never  had 
done  anything  to  which  the  law  would  take 
exception — that  if  his  brother  was  to  be  a  lunatic 
the  blame  was  none  of  his  ?  The  whisperer  with- 
in could  not  thus  be  put  off;  but  this  doctor's 
droning  might.  Sharply,  therefore,  he  rose, 
and  leaning  against  the  chimney-piece— it  is 
less  difficult  to  be  dignified  when  standing  up 
—  replied  with  hauteur, 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  do  consider  you  impertinent. 
What  right  have  you  to  an  opinion  on  my 
affairs?  What  crime  have  I  committed?  I 
know  of  none." 
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Melvil  coloured  and  played  with  a  fork.  A 
bad  beginning  this — to  eat  a  man's  bread  and 
salt,  and  then  charge  him  with  direful  mis- 
demeanours. 

"  Pardon  me/'  he  responded.  "  I  speak  to 
you  by  the  right  of  our  common  humanity. 
It  is  so  hard  to  say  what  one  means  some- 
times. You  have  not  followed  the  case  your- 
self— perhaps  you  did  not  know — I  hope  with 
all  my  heart  you  did  not." 

Here  was  a  fresh  start  and  a  better  one.  It 
was  possible  that  Mr.  Dyson  really  supposed 
his  brother's  disease  to  be  incurable.  Pagani 
professed  to  think  so.  Possibly  Mr.  Patterson's 
view  was  due  to  mental  aberration,  and  both 
himself  and  Cloris  were  on  a  wrong  track.  But 
the  patient  had  never  had  a  fair  chance  among 
his  yelling  comrades.  That  was  not  right;  and 
yet  that  could  not  be  charged  to  Mr.  Dyson. 
Looked  at  from  this  new  aspect,  he  might  be 
supposed  to  be  guilty  of  an  error,  not  a  crime, 
in  that  he  trusted  his  brother  solely  to  the 
charge  of  others,  instead  of  seeing  after  him 
himself.     At  any  rate,  he  must  be  allowed  the 
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benefit  of  the  doubt.     More  cheerfully,  there- 
fore, the  doctor  went  on. 

i(  It  was  a  dangerous  and  improper  act  to  re- 
move Sir  Arthur.  The  superintendent  objected 
strongly,  declaring  that  in  his  state  it  was  run- 
ning a  great  risk." 

Melvil  began  to  feel  extremely  shy  again. 
One  of  the  awful  charges  was  melting  into  air. 
The  accused  was  standing  with  proud  and 
insulted  mien  ;  the  accuser  felt  a  tingling  con- 
sciousness of  playing  a  ridiculous  part.  While 
he  was  considering  how  to  follow  up  this  exor- 
dium the  frown  and  indignation  on  the  visage 
of  his  host  gave  place  to  stiff  surprise. 

"  Excuse  me/'  James  said,  coldly.  "But 
there's  a  misunderstanding  somewhere.  Sir 
Arthur  has  not  been  removed,  and  I  have  no 
intention  of  removing  him.  You  must  have 
quitted  Corbould  House?  I  thought  as  much. 
Without  being  rude  might  I  suggest  that  you 
had  better  go  V 

He  pointed  towards  the  door,  and,  seeing 
that  the  self-bidden  guest  was  too  much  abash- 
ed to  show  a  sign  of  moving,  took  up  the  dia- 
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monds  from  off  the  table  and  prepared  to  leave 
him  in  possession. 

"Mr.  Dyson!"  exclaimed  Melvil,  hurriedly. 
"  Bear  with  me  a  while !  There's  something 
that  doubtless  can  be  explained.  Sir  Arthur 
certainly  has  been  removed  from  Corbould 
House,  and  I  believe  his  destination  was  Paris. 
His  own  carriage,  one  with  green  panels,  went 
to  fetch  him,  under  charge  of  a  Mr.  Bodfish." 

James  was  stalking  out  like  the  ghost  of 
Hamlet's  father,  but  these  words  brought  him 
to  an  abrupt  standstill,  and  he  sank  into  the 
nearest  seat.  Paris ;  could  Brunhilde  have 
dared  ?  She  had.  Yes !  she  must  have  done 
so,  or  how  could  this  stranger  know  about  the 
French  project?  Bodfish?  James  had  never 
heard  the  name ;  but,  being  in  charge  of  the 
family  carriage,  he  must  be  one  of  the  Creole's 
proteges.  Yes !  she  must  have  dared,  despite 
his  energetic  refusal  to  countenance  anything 
uf  the  kind.  Even  before  they  were  married 
did  she  thus  flout  his  express  orders  f  What 
an  after-life  did  this  foreshadow?  Her  own 
way,  forsooth  !  There  was  little  doubt  but  that 
she  would  have  her  own  way  in  small  things  as 
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in  great,  and  her  affianced  had  made  up  his 
mind  that  it  must  be  so.  Yet  it  was  distress- 
ing to  think  that  she  had  so  little  respect  for 
his  manhood  as  to  act  in  open  defiance  of  his 
authority — thus  making  him  a  laughing-stock 
by  baring  his  weakness  to  the  world — already ! 
He  clasped  his  face  in  his  hands  and  groaned 
aloud,  forgetting  the  presence  of  the  doctor, 
who  pitied  him  ;  for  it  is  a  gruesome  sight  to 
see  a  fellow-mortal  brought  so  low !  Heaven 
be  praised.  He  was  not  so  wicked,  after  all, 
then.  Perchance  if  gently  admonished  in  this 
hour,  he  would  summon  courage  to  shake  him- 
self free  of  the  abominable  temptress  and  stand 
firmly  upon  his  feet. 

"  You  didn't  know  it.  I  am  so  glad," 
whispered  Melvil,  with  a  kindly  hand  upon  his 
shoulder.  ';  It  is  her  doing — the  heartless 
fiend  !  If  you  could  see  her  husband  as  I  have 
seen  him  grieving  so  tenderly  for  her,  you 
would  respect  him  and  abhor  his  wife.  Whero 
lies  the  subtle  power  of  woman  to  drag  men 
down  like  this  ?" 

What  tact  the  young  fellow  was  showing  now 
that  he  saw  daylight.     The  casual  mention  of  a 
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"  husband"  was  a  stroke  of  genius,  for  he  there- 
by revealed,  without  paiuful  explanations,  that 
he  knew  about  the  skeleton  cupboard,  whose 
contents  might  freely  be  discussed  without 
disguise. 

But  there  are  wheels  within  wheels.  The 
mention  of  the  husband  thrilled  James  with 
apprehension  and  closed  his  lips.  He  shrank 
from  revealing  to  this  stranger  that  which 
Brunhilde  had  trusted  to  his  honour.  How 
could  he  say,  "  You  are  mistaken ;  she  was 
never  married  to  the  old  man  "  ?  Rather  than 
betray  so  delicate  a  confidence,  it  behoved  him, 
as  a  gentleman,  to  perish  on  the  rack.  And 
Brunhilde  was  quite  aware,  on  the  night  of  the 
coup  d'etat,  with  what  manner  of  man  she  dealt. 
Though  her  own  sense  of  honour  was  hazy, 
she  could  admire  strict  integrity  in  another. 
Though  in  her  wrath  she  charged  her  betrothed 
with  cowardice  and  contemned  his  weakness, 
yet  in  secret  she  could  admire  his  motives  ;  and 
this  it  was  in  part,  maybe,  which  had  helped  to 
win  for  him  the  wayward  lady's  love. 

Mr.  Dyson,  for  reasons  of  his  own,  therefore, 
did  not  take  up  the  cue,  and  Melvil  was  non- 
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plnssed.  Surely,  when  he  could  betray  such 
poignant  shame  because  underhand  and  shock- 
ing acts  were  done  without  his  knowledge  by 
his  bride-elect,  the  first  feeling  should  be  one 
of  joy  in  that  he  could  yet  escape.  The  wo- 
man's hold  on  him  must  be  of  amazing  strength, 
since  she  not  only  could  induce  one  who  was 
apparently  not  quite  brazen  to  commit  with  her 
a  felonious  act,  but  cause  him  so  to  do  in  spite 
of  his  own  will  and  better  judgment.  How  was 
this?  As  he  was  plainly  unaware  of  the  removal 
of  his  brother,  could  he  also  be  unaware  that 
the  Creole's  first  husband  was  alive  ?  James 
was  so  humbled  that,  while  the  fit  lasted,  he 
would  listen  to  anything.  Such  a  chance  as 
this  must  not  be  lost,  for  it  might  never  occur 
again.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  speak 
straight  out — fire  shots  haphazard — and  be 
guided  by  the  conduct  of  the  man  who  groaned 
before  him,  and  who  was  so  much  exercised 
about  something.  Was  it  that  there  was  no 
loophole  of  escape  from  the  evil  woman  ?  Was 
it  a  helpless  craving  for  that  which  might  not 
be,  or  the  more  base  regret  that  the  crime  he 
contemplated  was  discovers  1  .' 
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"  Did  you  know  that  there  was  a  husband  yet 
alive  t" 

"  No/"'  was  the  answer,  in  a  subdued  tone,  as 
of  one  in  pain.  "  I  am  not  aware  of  it,  nor  am 
I  convinced  now." 

"There  is,  then,"  affirmed  Melvil.  "  Mrs. 
Patterson  was  united  to  the  old  gentleman  she 
has  so  cruelly  ill-used  in  1870,  at  New  Orleans, 
I  believe,  and  you  shall  speak  with  him  this 
very  day." 

"How  do  you  know?"  In  spite  of  himself, 
James  was  startled. 

"  He  told  me." 

Trembling  and  hoping,  James  looked  up. 
Patterson  had  said  so.  For  what  reason,  if  not 
true  ?  Brunhilde  was  unscrupulous.  Could  she 
be  as  base  as  this  ?  Could  she,  to  gratify  am- 
bition, inclination,  what  you  will,  have  de- 
scended to  such  vile  deceit?  If  this  were  true, 
into  what  a  position  she  might  have  dragged 
the  wretched  man,  whom  she  declared  to  be 
her  own,  and  swore  she  loved !  Little  by 
little,  step  by  step,  she  had  lured  him  on  ;  but 
down  to  the  bottom  of  such  a  gulf — no !  He 
would  not  betray  her  to  this  young  man,  but 
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he  would  satisfy  himself  upon  the  vital  point 
before  he  spoke  to  her  again. 

There  would  be  no  breach  of  confidence  in 
applying  to  Mr.  Patterson,  for  he  was  one  of 
the  chief  parties  concerned  ;  and  if  he,  James, 
had  really  been  so  grossly  deceived,  there  was 
yet  a  chink  through  which  to  crawl.  The  idea 
of  such  a  possibility,  combined  with  a  sense  of 
the  danger  in  which  he  stood,  broke  the  charm 
that  bound  his  will  ;  he  woke  up,  marvelling  at 
the  long-drawn  nightmare. 

Eagerly  he  catechised  the  young  doctor,  and, 
as  question  followed  question,  a  light  broke 
upon  the  latter  also.  The  £600  !  Would  Mr; 
Dyson  pay  it?  Risking  the  money  to  bring 
that  man  and  woman  face  to  face  again.  Cer- 
tainly he  would.  Much  more,  if  need  were. 
Till  he  was  convinced  one  way  or  the  other,  it 
would  be  impossible  to  look  again  upon  Brun- 
hilde,  to  feel  her  caresses,  to  be  compelled  to 
return  them,  and  embrace  a  rattlesnake.  He 
would  write  a  hurried  line  to  avert  suspicion, 
saying  that  business  called  him  to  town  until 
the  morrow.  This  done,  he  would  start  with 
the  new  friend  to  whom   he  might  owe  liberty 

VOL.  III.  T 


274  GEHENNA. 

— the  man  who  could  perhaps  free  him  from 
the  blight  of  the  dreadful  woman  ;  to  whom  he 
might  perchance  owe  a  peace  of  mind  to  which 
he  had  been  a  stranger  for  two  years.  The 
affair  should  be  sifted  to  the  bottom — Mr.  Pat- 
terson should  be  summoned  to  give  evidence — 
and,  if  Dr.  Winthrop's  tale  turned  out  to  be  the 
true  one,  that  husband  and  that  wife  should  be 
joined  once  more  together. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  STORM  CALMS  DOWN. 

TJRLXHILDE  was  swinging  lazily  in  a 
-"-*  rocking-chair  upon  her  lawn,  when  the 
message  was  brought  that  James  had  gone  to 
town.  It  ruffled  not  her  serenity,  for  on  the 
whole  she  was  glad,  before  the  final  plunge 
was  taken,  of  a  few  hours  for  communion  with 
herself.  Reviewing  the  time  since  she  had  set 
foot  on  English  soil,  there  was  little  that  could 
have  turned  out  better  if  all  were  to  do  again  ; 
though  there  was  much  of  the  wondrous  and 
unexpected  in  the  brief  cycle  of  those  months. 
There  had  been  moments  of  grave  danger,  such 
as  required  action  swift  and  sharp  ;  but  these 
were  gone  by  for  ever.  Clouds  had  gathered, 
and  rolled  in  turbulent  waves,  threatening  to 
blot  out  the  sun.     Then  little  by  little  they  had 
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disappeared,  leaving  a  clear  horizon.  All  things 
considered,  she  was  quite  content.  One  so  fair 
might  have  done  better,  from  the  world's  stand- 
point— have  plucked  a  coronet,  perchance,  have 
become  a  peeress,  mother  of  a  host  of  lordlings, 
wife  of  an  impecunious  earl.  But  then  the 
earl,  imperious  perhaps  and  ill-tempered  by 
reason  of  gout,  would  have  discovered  in  time 
that  she  was  not  the  golden  goose  all  the  world 
supposed,  and  have  pinched  and  beaten  her  in 
private,  rendering  her  existence  a  gilded  mock- 
ery. No,  she  had  no  wish  to  be  a  peeress.  She 
was  intimate  with  the  peerage,  hand  and  glove 
with  a  duke's  daughters.  The  most  select  of 
drawing-rooms  were  open  to  the  fair  West 
Indian — was  not  that  sufficient  food  for  her 
ambition  without  the  joys  of  real  ermine  ?  And 
the  husband  to  whom  she  had  thrown  the 
handkerchief  was  the  man  of  her  heart.  Good- 
looking  enough,  well-mannered,  rich,  present- 
able, obedient.  Were  not  such  qualities  united 
in  the  same  person  more  than  an  equivalent  for 
balls  or  strawberry-leaves  ?  Despite  his  many 
faults,  she  really  loved  the  man,  sufficiently 
well  to  look  without  shrinking  at  a   long  vista 
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of  coming  years,  during  which-  she  and  lie 
would  constantly  be  ttte-a-tete,  always  together, 
like  Darby  and  Joan,  wandering  hand-in-hand 
down  the  shady  hill.  All  was  well  in  that 
direction.     Nothing  could  be  improved. 

Pampering  and  a  course  of  sedatives  in  the 
way  of  creature  comforts,  good  dinners,  cosy 
little  gatherings,  and  freedom  from  petty 
cares  would  restore  the  tone  of  James's  mind 
to  health  again.  He  would  grow  daily  more 
content  and  more  at  rest,  in  that  all  responsi- 
bility was  taken  from  his  shoulders,  and  he  was 
asked  only  to  enjoy  himself.  His  chains  would 
be  woven  of  roses  and  blue  ribbons,  and  he 
would  hug  them  to  him,  reposing  on  a  couch  of 
down.  And  now  as  to  the  skeletons.  Brun- 
hilde  was  the  possessor  of  rather  a  large  collec- 
tion of  bony  structures ;  but,  though  inclined 
to  be  uproarious  and  ill-mannered  at  first,  they 
were  very  good  now  and  well-behaved.  Skele- 
ton No.  1.  The  aged  gentleman  with  long 
hair  and  lantern  jaws.  A  strangely  quiescent 
piece  of  osteology,  who  never  so  much  as  moved 
a  little  toe.  Skeleton  No.  2.  Sir  Arthur 
Dyson.     He  had  not  quite   done  rattling,  but 
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nearly.     Concerning  him  the  lady  had  recently 
received   two    telegrams,    one    announcing   his 
safe  arrival  at  Passy,  another  stating  that,  dis- 
satisfied with  the   arrangement  there,   his  cus- 
todian was  bringing   him  back  to  an  English 
home.     The  home  was  prepared  and  ready,  in 
a  remote  and  snug  corner  of  the  island.     There 
would   be    a   certain    amount    of  trouble  with 
James  upon  this  subject ;  but  that  would  soon 
be   over.     The  precautions   for  the  comfort  of 
the  banished  one  were   so   conspicuously  com- 
plete that  he  would  come  to  be  quite  grateful 
and  pleased,  although  the  move  had  been  car- 
ried out  contrary  to  his  emphatic  wish.     Some 
convenient  friends  of  the  faithful  Nat  occupied 
a  farm  in  far  distant  Westmoreland.     Whatever 
the  condition  of  their   charge,  they   could    be 
trusted  to  treat  him  properly,  if  it  was  made 
worth  their  while.     There  was  nothing  to  be 
feared  from  that  quarter.    Skeleton  No.  3.   Con- 
cerning the  third  Brunhilde  was  not  so  sure,  and 
she  swung  in  her   chair  with  grave  face   and 
dreamy  eyes  considering  it,  for  it  was  of  abnor- 
mal build.  Mr.  Nathaniel  Bodfish — what  of  him  ? 
Would  he  be  indeed  content  with  the  post  of 


THE  STORM  CALMS  DOWN.  279 

useful  ally?  Was  he  to  remain  an  invaluable 
instrument  or  develop  into  a  tyrant !  Was  he 
an  old  man  of  the  sea — a  monster  whose  clutch 
would  tighten  as  years  flowed  on — a  nightmare 
with  knees  well  driven  into  the  chest  and  spurs 
in  flank,  and  nails  pressing  the  wind-pipe  ?  Mrs. 
Patterson  failed  to  fathom  the  intricacies  of  the 
character  of  her  factotum.  The  sudden  triumph 
of  his  better  self  was  beyond  her.  It  was  cer- 
tain that  but  for  his  timely  aid  she  could  never 
have  floated  over  the  obstacles  which  beset  her 
craft.  She  would  have  been  overset  and 
drowned  long  since.  But  may  it  not  be  that 
drowning  is  preferable  to  rescue,  if  the  price 
claimed  for  it  is  exorbitant  ?  Having  no  means 
of  knowing  what  there  is  behind  the  veil,  may 
not  earthly  worries  become  so  poignant  as  to 
make  it  worth  our  while  to  try  a  change  ?  Did 
Nathaniel  intend  to  pursue  her  by  fits  and  starts 
with  his  importunate  affection,  to  drive  her 
into  compromising  situations  and  so  ruin  her? 
Was  he  a  man  to  be  content  with  smiles  all 
through  his  life?  What  was  the  meaning  of 
this  extraordinary  conduct  of  late?  Could  it 
be  possible  that  within  that  rugged  shell  there 
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lurked  a  soul  so  generous  as  to  accept  the  role 
of  a   guardian  angel,  whose  life  was  to  be  a 
long  self-sacrifice?     Not  likely.     Such  seraphs 
are  scarce.     The  more  she  considered  him,  the 
less  could  she  comprehend  his  nature,  and  plans 
began  to  form  themselves  within  her  brain  for 
the   settlement   of    the   grave   question — what 
was  to  be  done  with  Nat  ?     It  was  certain  that 
he  would  stick  to  her  like  wax.     He  had  said 
so,  and  was  a  man  of  his  word,  which  was  the 
most  annoying  part  of  the  business.     Somehow 
she  felt  sure  that,  whatever  might  have  been 
his  temptations  and  consequent   delinquencies 
in  days  of  yore,  there  was  a  curiously  crooked 
and  deep-buried   vein   of  gold   within,    which, 
deftly   worked,    was   capable    of    fine    results. 
How   it   came   about   that   he    ever   wore    the 
mustard  suit,  stained  with  the  broad  arrow,  she 
had  been  careful  not  to  inquire.     His  sentence 
had  been  the  shortest  which  is  possible  in  con- 
junction with  penal  servitude — hence   he  had 
been  induced  to  do  something  which  was  not 
so  very  heinous.     How  induced?     Was  it  by 
being  suddenly  tempted?    Was  it  perhaps  done 
in  ignorance,  or  under  the  goad  of  hard  neces- 
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sity  ?  He  had  evidently  felt  his  degradation 
bitterly,  bis  position  unendurable,  or  why 
escape,  and  so  place  himself  under  a  life-ban  ? 
A  queer  fellow — so  singularly  sensitive,  so  quick 
to  take  offence.  And  bow  revengeful  could  be 
be  if  offended,  and  bow  peaceable  if  soothed  ! 
He  cherished,  too,  that  strange,  distorted  sense 
of  right,  which  is  known  as  honour  among 
thieves — the  curious  moral  code  which  will 
permit  a  man  to  be  guilty  of  all  kinds  of  in- 
iquities in  order  that  a  given  end  may  be 
attained,  while  the  self-same  man,  staunch  to 
the  backbone,  would  be  hacked  in  pieces  rather 
than  betray  a  friend.  Was  his  wild,  romantic 
passion  to  keep  him  from  such  peccadilloes  as 
were  not  the  direct  outcome  of  the  siren's  de- 
mands— or  would  it  bear  down  both  him  and 
her,  bringing  them,  in  time,  to  dire  grief? 
That  was  tbe  difficulty  which  the  Creole  could 
not  solve,  and  which  troubled  her  more  than  all 
the  rest.  When  the  wedding  was  well  over, 
and  Sir  Arthur  housed,  and  the  enemy  effect- 
ively gagged,  there  would  be  no  work  to 
occupy  Nat's  intellect,  and  he  might  take  to 
brooding — to  quarrelling  with  Mr.  Dyson,  whom 
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he  disliked — to  disturbing  the  harmony  of  the 
nest,  or  even  to  destroying  it.  How  could  this 
possibly  be  avoided?  Mr.  Bodfish  would  be 
furious,  if  it  were  suggested  to  him  to  take  a 
yum  of  money,  and  go  his  ways  alone.  That 
had  been  tried  once,  and  the  effect  was  disas- 
trous in  the  extreme.  The  case  being  urgent, 
Brunhilde  set  her  brains  to  work  and  evolved 
another  scheme — which  was  also  dangerous — 'but 
might  lead  to  something.  How  would  it  do  to 
persuade  the  watch-dog  to  give  himself  up  to 
justice  ?  It  might  be  pointed  out  to  him  with 
delicacy  that  life  is  intolerable  with  a  sword 
suspended  over  your  head.  He  would  be  made 
to  understand  that  his  mistress  was  most  grate- 
ful for  the  past,  and  that  through  gratitude,  so 
long  as  imminent  danger  ceased  to  menace,  she 
desired  him  to  complete  his  atonement,  in  order 
that  he  might  emerge  white-washed,  as  clean 
as  purest  wool.  Thus  he  would  be  got  rid  of 
for  two  years — during  which  time  his  passion 
(its  object  being  withdrawn  from  sight)  would 
have  time  to  cool — so  that  when  he  did  come 
out  of  the  cleansing-tub,  he  would  in  all  proba- 
bility be  glad  enough   to  receive  a  handsome 
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sum,  and  begin  his  life  again  in  a  new  and 
distant  sphere.  Yes.  That  really  was  the  only 
way  out  of  the  difficulty.  It  seemed  cold- 
blooded, but  the  situation  was  untenable,  and. 
having  come  to  the  resolution  of  putting  it  in 
force  immediately  after  the  wedding,  Brunhilde 
rose  up  relieved,  to  superintend  some  details  of 
her  trousseau. 

That  day  passed  over,  and  the  next.  Still  no 
James  Dyson.  His  betrothed  began  to  be 
anxious.  A  pretty  moment  this  to  play  truant, 
when  there  were  all  sorts  of  points  to  arrange 
with  a  view  to  their  proximate  departure.  A 
new  and  original  way  of  introducing  herself  in 
this  character  of  bride  had  presented  itself  so 
soon  as  the  important  day  was  arranged.  The 
season  was  not  half  over — it  would  not  do  to 
rush  off,  even  to  endure  the  joys  of  a  hon<-y- 
raoon,  without  letting  the  world  know  what 
had  happened;  and,  being  once  gone,  there 
would  be  no  use  in  returning  till  cheery  winter 
had  set  in,  when  people  have  time  to  see  their 
friends.  Whereby  she  did  not  mean  a  London 
winter — most  direful  of  scourges,  with  its  fogs 
and  filth  and  catarrhs — but  a  tour  of  fashionable 


284  GEHENNA. 

visits :  to  Castle  Sark,  Creeper  Lodge,  and 
Tiptop  Hall ;  a  triumphal  progress  which  should 
finally  settle  the  matter  in  the  eyes  of  the 
envious  American  colony  as  to  whether  she, 
who  had  been  favoured  with  the  cold  shoulder, 
was  a  shady  West  Indian  adventuress,  or  a 
substantial  British  matron.  To  keep  up  her 
character  for  lavish  display  and  amusing  eccen- 
tricity she  arranged  her  plan  on  this  wise. 
Cards  were  issued  in  the  usual  manner  for  a 
garden  party.  She  would  step  out  in  the  morn- 
ing  and  get  the  ceremony  over ;  receive  her 
guests  in  the  afternoon,  and  present  her  hus- 
band ;  and  then,  when  they  had  all  gone  away, 
the  happy  pair  would  start  for  the  Continent 
by  the  night  mail  upon  their  wedding-tour. 
The  ladies  Mountflather  would  be  enchanted 
at  this  novel  method  of  procedure,  her  Grace  of 
Sark  would  be  in  ecstacies,  the  Countess  of 
Fitz-Hoodlum  would  shake  her  head  in  the 
mildest  of  reproof  over  the  latest  escapade  of 
the  goat  that  was  so  very  uneasy — for,  if  the 
convenances  were  unduly  slighted,  this  much 
good  would  come  of  it.  If  there  was  to  be  no 
regular  wedding,  with  bride-cake  and   talk,  of 
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■course  no  costly  gifts  would  be  expected  ;  and 
the  tax  of  wedding  presents,  as  we  all  know,  is 
a  thorn  in  the  side  of  the  impecunious. 

It  was  odd  of  James  to  depart  without  warn- 
ing, but,  if  he  had  business  to  transact,  it  was 
right  that  he  should  do  so  before  leaving  Eng- 
land, rather  than  be  bothered  with  a  vexatious 
correspondence.  Mrs.  Patterson  would  give  the 
necessary  order  for  the  fete.  Had  she  not  long 
been  mistress  of  Dyson  Grove,  in  fact,  if  not  by 
right?  Of  course  she  had.  So  she  busied 
herself  with  picturesque  details,  that  the  festival 
might  be  worthy  of  the  august  occasion,  and 
was  surveying  the  internal  decorations  of  sundry 
tents  among  the  trees,  when  she  heard  wheels 
on  the  carriage  drive. 

James  at  last !  Thank  goodness !  He  had 
been  absent  for  nearly  three  days.  His  stately 
fiancee  received  him  at  his  own  hall  door  with  a 
smile  of  welcome  which  met  with  no  response. 
She  passed  her  arm  through  his,  and  led  him 
to  view  the  tents. 

"  I  thought  at  one  time,"  she  observed,  with 
her  musical,  rippling  laugh,  "  of  pinning  up 
great  wedding  favours  as  a  delicate  little  hint. 
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Wouldn't  they  have  made  people  stare?  But 
then  I  reflected  that  an  old  widow,  such  as  I 
am  supposed  to  be,  has  nothing  to  do  with 
white,  or  with  orange  blossoms.  So  I've  been 
content  with  lots  of  evergreens,  like  Christmas, 
or  a  harvest  home.  But  what  is  the  matter, 
James  1  You  are  worn  and  harassed — not  a 
bit  like  a  bridegroom.  Has  anything  occurred 
to  vex  you  I" 

Mr.  Dyson  took  both  her  hands  in  his  and 
looked  into  her  eyes,  but  they  were  mysterious 
and  impenetrable  under  their  long  fringe — dark 
tarns  whose  depths  might  not  be  fathomed. 
The  olive  mask  was  calm,  the  brow  serene,  the 
full  lips  slightly  parted.  Between  the  perfect 
rows  of  pearls,  her  breath  came  and  went  like 
the  regular  rhythm  of  summer  wavelets,  the 
breathing  of  a  child  who  sleeps.  He  sighed 
and  seemed  to  reflect,  a  perplexed  frown  wrink- 
ling his  forehead,  then  he  whispered, 

"  You  will  not  deceive  me  now,  Brunhilde, 
my  wife?  With  no  one  by — only  God  looking 
down  on  us — tell  me  once  again  what  you  told 
me  that  evening  in  the  dark.  Mr.  Patterson 
was  a  father,  a  benefactor,  to  whom  you  owed 
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your  emancipation  from  a  yile  slavery.  You 
took  his  name  to  check  the  voice  of  scandal. 
Was  that  so?" 

A  slight  cloud — the  merest  film — passed  across 
the  mask  and  was  gone.  Why  return  to  that 
disagreeable  subject  in  so  portentously  solemn 
a  manner? 

"  Of  course  it  was  so/'  she  replied,  simply. 
fk  Did  I  not  make  it  plain  ?" 

"You  were  never  married  to  him?" 

"  No." 

"  You  are  sure — quite  sure — that  you  were 
never  married  to  him?" 

"Certainly  I  am,  unless  I  could  have  been 
married  without  knowing  it." 

"I  am  speaking  very  seriously,  Brunhilde. 
You  know  not  how  much  depends  upon  your 
words.  You  were  not  married  on  the  10th  of 
August,  1870,  at  the  church  of  St.  James  the 
Less,  New  Orleans  ?" 

He  felt  a  tremor  like  the  shaking  of  leaves 
pass  over  the  two  hands  which  he  held  in  his. 
Her  face  had  paled  a  shade,  but  was  quite  calm. 

"  No,"  she  replied,  in  a  whisper  that  was  so 
low  as  to  be  scarcely  audible. 


288  GEHENNA. 

Ci  You  lie !  You  know  you  do,"  retorted 
James,  sternly.  A  sense  of  the  danger  he  had 
incurred  served  as  a  talisman  against  the  siren's 
wiles.  The  influence  on  which  she  counted  was 
gone.  "Mr.  Patterson  himself  is  my  informant/' 
he  continued,  "  I  have  seen  him." 

The  Creole  started  and  turned  pale. 

"  He  is  mad,"  she  stammered,  "  he's  delirious  ! 
Dr.  Pagani — under  whose  care  I  placed  him — 
will  tell  you." 

"  He  is  no  longer  under  Dr.  Pagani's  roof. 
You  thought  you  held  him  under  lock  and  key, 
with  a  gag  upon  his  mouth.  He  has  escaped  ! 
— is  free — will  be  here  presently — my  guest !" 

Brunhilde  withdrew  her  hands,  and  pressed 
them  to  her  heart.  The  red  of  her  lips  ebbed. 
They  became  violet,  then  blue.  The  clockwork 
of  her  brain  turned  rusty — its  wheels  were 
clogged — could  not  revolve.  She  was  not  one 
of  the  fainting  sort — yet  the  garlands  of  laurel 
and  ivy  seemed  whirling  round  in  circles — the 
stripes  of  the  gaudy  tent-canvas  bending  in 
sarcastic  homage. 

James,  with  severe  visage,  loomed  out  of  the 
mist  like  the  angel  at  the  gate  with  fiery  sword, 
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as   lie   stood  motionless  with  bis  arms  crossed. 

By  a  supreme  effort  she  set  the  clockwork 
going — it  stopped  and  revolved — revolved  and 
crunched,  and  stopped  again.  The  garlands 
swam  no  more,  but  became  still — staring  with 
myriad  eyes,  like  a  jury  waiting  for  the  defence. 

She  held  out  her  hand.  It  remained  poised, 
— then  fell  heavily  by  her  side.  "  Good-bye  "  her 
lips  formed — and  she  was  sweeping  out  into 
the  air. 

"Stop  !"  James  exclaimed,  his  numbed  senses 
waking  suddenly.  "  What  will  you  do — where 
are  you  going  .''; 

'•'Away,"  she  replied,  and,  speeding  across 
the  grass  to  the  postern  door,  was  lost  to 
sight. 

"She'll  find  him  there,'"  James  muttered. 
"  So  much  the  better — so  much  the  better. 
Alas!  alas!"  and  sighing  heavily,  he  moved  into 
the  house  with  his  weak  chin  touching  his 
breast. 
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CHAPTER    X. 


WASHING  THE  SLATE. 


nCARCELY  had  she  passed  the  bounds  of  her 
*J  own  domain,  than  Mrs.  Patterson  was  stop- 
ped in  full  career. 

"  Don't  ask  any  questions,"  she  cried,  wildly. 
"Let  me  go  !"  but  Mr.  Bodfisb,  for  it  was  he, 
stood  across  the  path  and  held  her  arm  with  firm 
but  gentle  pressure. 

"  What's  up  ?"  he  whispered.  "  Is  the  fat  in 
the  fire  ?" 

"  Let  me  go,  I  say,  let  me  go  !" 

Xat  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and,  whistling, 
as  was  his  wont  when  anxious  to  display  acu- 
men, surveyed  his  goddess  up  and  down  with- 
out relinquishing  his  hold.  (i  Here's  a  rum 
start,"  he  muttered.     "  Desperate   and   at  bay, 
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-or  I've  never  looked  on  trouble.  A  case  of  a 
jump  into  the  Thames,  or  off  the  monument. 
Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry,  there's  lots  of  time  for 
that.  Come  this  way.  I  have  a  reason.1'  And 
with  cautious  tread,  motioning  her  to  walk  on 
the  grass  edging,  he  conducted  his  mistress 
round  the  shrubbery,  to  a  spot  whence,  from  be- 
hind a  clump  of  rhododendrons,  a  view  could  be 
obtained  of  the  drawing-room.  The  window 
which  led  into  the  verandah  was  open — the 
window  where  she  was  wont  to  write  her  letters 
and  enjoy  the  perfume  of  the  mignonette.  Fol- 
lowing the  direction  of  Xat's  finger,  she  looked 
in,  and  would  have  fallen  if  he  had  not  caught 
her  in  his  arms.  For  seated  near  a  table,  his 
face  shaded  by  one  hand,  was  a  figure  that  she 
knew  well — more  spare  and  bent,  perhaps,  than 
formerly — one  whom  she  had  lastjooked  on  three 
years  ago,  as,  a  struggling  heap  of  clothes  and 
long  white  hair,  as  it  was  borne  at  dead  of 
night  along  a  hotel  passage. 

So  the  prisoner,  having  shaken  off  his  bon 
had  emerged  from  the  oubliette  unhurt,  and  was 
come  to  demand  a  reckoning.     Could  she  meet 
him  ?     Xo  !  he  was  come  as  a  judge.     Consider- 
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ing  results  alone,  without  pausing  to  examine 
the  causes  which  produce  them,  he  was  come 
to  deliver  sentence.  Was  it  possible  that  she, 
whose  whims  were  wont  to  be  gratified  so  soon 
as  hinted  at,  should  bend  her  haughty  head  and 
beseech  pardon  of  him?  Oh,  no!  The  ques- 
tion had  suggested  itself  before,  and  had  been 
dismissed  at  once.  He  was  come  as  an  avenger, ' 
and  would  treat  her  story  with  derision. 

While  she  looked,  she  hated  him,  as  we  hate 
those  whom  we  have  cruelly  injured,  and  vowed 
that  she  would  at  least  escape  the  lash  of  his 
upbraiding.  Was  not  the  sum  of  her  suffering 
sufficient  ?  She  had  held  out  her  hand  to 
James,  and  he  refused  it.  He  had  dared  to 
cast  her  from  him.  She,  who  in  capacity  was 
worth  a  score  of  such  men  as  he  was,  had  been 
rejected  with  obloquy — flung  away  like  a  loath- 
some thing !  Was  it  not  much  more  for  his 
sake  than  her  own  that  she  had  waded  in  foul 
waters?  If  he  had  not  importuned  her  with 
his  wooing,  she  would  have  quietly  retired  to 
Cuba  after  a  brief  reign — but  no — he  begged, 
implored,  insisted,  and  she  gave  way,  and  he 
now  presumed  to  taunt  her  for  what  she  had 
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done.  How  like  a  man!  Selfish  wretch  !  In- 
stead of  being  engrossed  with  solicitude  for 
her,  whom  he  pretended  to  adore,  he  was 
solicitous  with  regard  to  his  own  paltry  dig- 
nity !  If  he  had  said,  "Brunhilde,  I  know  all. 
You  were  wrong.  The  risk  was  too  great  to 
run.  We  cannot  live  here  in  hourly  peril. 
Come!  Let  us  conceal  ourselves  in  a  distant 
clime,"  she  would,  recognising  that  the  game 
was  up,  have  gone  with  him  without  a  word, 
and  have  striven  to  make  up  by  unceasing 
devotion  for  all  that  he  had  lost. 

But  his  attitude  was  one  of  haughty  astonish- 
ment and  virtuous  disdain.  ';  Xot  only  have 
you  gotten  yourself  into  a  scrape,  but  you  have 
actually  been  audacious  enough  to  try  to  pull 
me  also  into  the  slough — me  /"  That  was  the 
crowning  point  of  her  offence,  the  heinous  sin. 
When,  seeing  his  stern  aspect,  she  fled  away 
with  despair  painted  in  every  lineament,  did  he 
pursue  and  hold  her  back — clasp  her  in  a  com- 
forting embrace  ?  Xot  he.  He  said,  weakly, 
"  Where  are  you  going  V  and  shuffled  off  him- 
self in  an  opposite  direction.  Xat — common, 
ill-educated    Xat— had   perceived    at    a    glance 
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her  state  of  mind — that  she  was  rudderless  and 
raastless,  tossed  on  the  seething  waters — and 
he  had  taken  her  firmly  in  his  grasp,  whereby 
she  felt  the  support  which  every  woman,  how- 
ever self-reliant,  will  yearn  to  feel  some  day. 
The  magnetic  influence  of  a  man's  touch  calm- 
ed her  for  the  moment,  but  now,  seeing  what 
she  did,  chaos  reigned  again.  Whither  to 
escape,  whither  to  flee,  where  to  hide  her  head? 
How  to  push  away  the  bitter  goblet  which 
Destiny  wras  holding  to  her  lips? 

Brunhilde  was  quivering  in  every  nerve.  The 

blow  had  been  swift  and  unexpected,  the  shock 

overwhelming.     And  now  that  she  panted   to 

hide  her  head  in  her  own  chamber,  she  found  it 

occupied  by  him — the  ghost  of  the  Past — who 

was  here  to  wreak  awful  vengeance.     For  there 

could  be  no  doubt  of  the  old  man's  intentions. 

Some  woman,  probably — for  one  woman   may 

always  be  trusted  to  hunt  down  another — had1 

put  James  on  the  right  track,  and  had  helped 

the  avenger  to  give  his  janitors  the  slip.    Well ! 

The  dream   was   over,  and   a   good  thing  too. 

There  was  no  use  in  fighting  any  more.     As 
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she  stood  rooted  to  the  spot,  Brunhilde  deter- 
mined to  baulk  the  old  man  of  his  revenge.  At 
least  she  could  escape  the  torrent  of  his  re- 
proaches. The  hateful  old  man !  He  might 
sit  and  wait  for  ever.  She  would  depart  forth- 
with— whither  it  mattered  not. 

"  When  I  saw  him  here/'  Xat  whispered,  "  I 
knew  it  was  all  up ;  and  so  I  watched  to  give 
yon  the  office.  How  did  he  get  out,  eh?  Blest 
if  it  ain't  rurnbo  !  What  will  you  do  .;  Xo 
time  for  palavering.     Be  quick  !" 

What  should  she  do?  Wander  forth  into 
the  vast  world — homeless,  friendless  ?  \\  hich 
of  all  her  fine-weather  friends  would  hold  forth 
a  helping  hand? 

Xat  scrutinised  her  keenly,  aud  gave  vent  to 
a  fierce  chuckle. 

11  He  has  pitched  you  overboard.  I  knew  he 
would — the  mean  cuss.  Best  make  use  of  t'other 
string  as  always  served  you  well.  "Whatever 
you  do,  I'm  wax,  remember  that.  But  it's 
fort'nate  I  came  back  in  time." 

The  tall,  ungainly  fellow!  There  was  an 
uncouth    earnestness    about    him    which    com- 
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manded  respect.  Brunbilde  felt  with  a  pang 
how  unwrorthy  she  was  of  such  devotion  on  the 
part  of  one  whom  she  had  been  scheming  to 
get  rid  of,  but  a  few  hours  since. 

"  No/'  she  whispered,  curtly,  with  a  last  poor 
glimmer  of  her  old  gorgeous  self.  *'I  will 
depart  alone.     Thank  you,  and  good-bye." 

Nat's  face  fell,  but  he  did  not  leave  his  hold. 

"  Nathaniel — Brunhilde,"  he  murmured,  per- 
suasively, "  together  we  could  work  wonders." 

How  obstinate  he  was  ;  but  perseverance 
should  command  success. 

'•'It's  a  pity,  but  there's  no  use.  You  can't 
be  a  swell,  leastways  not  a  real  one.  Well, 
where  you  go  I  follow,  that's  sartin,  and  you 
shan't  prevent  me.  I'm  your  shadow,  and 
maybe  some  da}7 " 

M  Never  !"  returned  the  Creole,  rousing  her- 
self. "  You  shall  not  detain  me.  Let  me  go,  I 
say !" 

"  Hush,  or  he'll  hear.  There's  not  only  him, 
but  others  in  the  neighbourhood.  In  the  town 
somewhere  there's  the  young  woman  you  are  so 
fond  of,  and  the  Sawbones  as  used  to  be  at  the 
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asylum.     "What   they    want   I  don't  know,  but 

you'll  probably  not  care  to  meet  'em " 

Brunbilde  gave  way  again.  Destiny  was 
indeed  implacable.  Must  she  run  the  gauntlet 
of  all  her  enemies?  The  reproaches  of  the 
husband  she  had  ill-used  ;  the  triumph  of  the 
odious  governess  whom  she  had  once  consider- 
ed too  mean  to  be  reckoned  as  an  adversary  ? 
"Was  it  written  that  she — beloved  of  fashion — 
was  to  be  the  prey  of  Bodfish — the  life-companion 
of  a  convict,  a  refugee  from  justice  ?  He  only 
was  true  in  this  the  time  of  adversity — he 
only  had  shown  forbearance  and  generosity — 
his  devotion  had  been  unswerving,  despite  her 
ingratitude.  Was  it  indeed  so  written  in  the 
great  Life  Rolls  stored  above?  What  a  down- 
fall !  What  a  mockery  !  How  the  devil  must 
have  enjoyed  her  ingenious  plans — her  clever 
strategy  and  manful  efforts — knowing  before- 
hand what  the  end  must  be.  With  such  an  end 
plainly  visible  now,  so  complete,  so  utter  a 
shipwreck  of  fair  hopes  and  promises — the 
Bohemian  spirit  of  the  Creole  arose  and  laughed 
within  her.     If  it   must  be— then   it  must — she 
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Avas  doomed  to  lie  prostrate  id  the  gutter. 
Quite,  quite  prostrate !  Well — so  it  should  be 
then.  She  would  grind  her  fair  brow  deep  into 
the  dirt  and  cast  it  up  in  showers  upon  all 
around.  Ruined  herself,  body  and  soul,  she 
would  wreak  ruin  upon  others,  and  when  her 
time  should  come,  she  would  turn  sunken  but 
exultant  eyes  upon  the  scalps  of  destroyed 
victims,  and  count  the  list  with  the  death  rattle 
in  her  throat.  A  new  and  strange  expression 
of  peace  settled  upon  her  face — the  peaceful 
look  of  Lucifer  condemned  eternally.  The 
fluttering  heart  assumed  its  normal  beat.  Nat, 
who  stood  transfixed,  thought  she  had  never 
looked  so  beautiful.  Leaning  on  his  shoulder 
she  turned  to  go  away  with  him — conquered, 
booty  of  his  sword  and  spear — his  own  hence- 
forth— away  into  the  world  to  commence  a 
career  of  retaliation.  Her  foes  were  assembled 
in  the  immediate  neighbourhood ;  her  injured 
husband ;  the  husband  that  was  to  have  been  ; 
the  victorious  governess.  The  sooner,  there- 
fore, that  Richmond  was  left  behind  the  better. 
Richmond,  where  she  had  been  so  happy  and  so 
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miserable.  Where  she  had  touched  her  zenith 
as  now  her  nadir.  Leaning  on  the  shoulder  of 
the  felon  she  turned  to  depart.  Beauty  and 
beast  were  gliding  orit  of  sight  together,  and 
our  heroine  would  have  been  seen  no  more  by 
those  who  were  interested  in  her  fate,  if  her 
dress  had  not  chanced  to  catch  a  garden  chair 
and  turn  it  over.  So  do  our  destinies  hang 
upon  the  tiniest  trifles.  The  chair  fell  with  a 
sharp  clang  against  a  vase,  and  Mr.  Patterson, 
startled  from  his  reverie,  came  out  and  stood  on 
the  verandah.  The  Creole  had  not  time  to 
cross  the  belt  of  green,  and  reach  the  shelter  of 
the  shrubbery,  before  the  old  gentleman  beheld 
his  truant  wife  and  called  to  her. 

"Brunhilde,  my  darling,  I  am  waiting  for 
you. 

The  accent  was  gentle,  the  words  were  affec- 
tionate. If  the  sight  of  the  well-known  figure 
stirred  her  inmost  being,  how  much  more  did 
the  kind  voice.  With  its  sound  came  a  revul- 
sion. A  chord  clanged  within  which  had  lain 
dormant,  awaiting  but  the  touch  of  the  finger. 
These  were  the  old  words  which   had  no  effect 
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•of  yore,  because  they  were  so  familiar — beard 
each  clay,  each  hour — too  often  beard.  How 
startlingly  they  rang  out  now  after  the  lapse 
of  years.  Was  it  all  a  nightmare?  Was  the 
train  of  struggles,  heartburnings,  distracting 
throes  of  anguish,  but  the  brief  vision  of  a  dis- 
tempered intellect?  Did  she  but  wake  after  a 
troubled  sleep  of  a  few  hours  to  be  thankful 
that  the  dream  was  over?  No!  Mr.  Bodfish 
stood  beside  her,  a  living  embodiment  of  the 
grim  past  and  desperate  future.  She  had 
sinned  and  was  cast  forth ;  was  wandering 
away  without  the  gates  where  lepers  crouch. 
The  healthy  would  have  nought  to  do  with 
her.  Henceforth  she  was  to  be  the  boon  com- 
panion of  the  plague-stricken,  with  a  mission 
to  disseminate  the  germs  of  her  disease  ;  but  the 
sound  of  that  gentle  voice,  echoing  across  the 
space  that  divided  the  whole  from  the  sick,  was 
torture  unendurable.  Oh,  for  the  wings  to 
bear  her  out  of  reach  of  such  mocking  sounds. 
Hope  was  dead — why  simulate  its  music? 
Brunhilde  leaned  heavily  on  her  companion, 
but  her  knees  shook — her  limbs  refused  their 
office,  and  she  stopped. 
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Mr.  Patterson  crossed  the  grass  and  took  her 
by  the  hand,  heeding  Mr.  Bodfish  not  at  all, 
though  he  had  frequently  seen  him  in  the  asy- 
lum :  and  led  his  wife  indoors,  while  the  felon 
scratched  his  head  and  wondered  at  the  new 
turn  events  were  taking.  The  drawing-room 
window  was  closed,  the  blind  drawn  down. 
Nothing  was  to  be  discovered  that  way. 
Plunging  his  fists  in  his  pockets,  he  shuffled  to 
his  sanctum  with  moody  brow,  and  pondered. 
His  goddess  had  been  his  for  one  brief  moment, 
had  given  herself  to  him  for  worse,  if  not  for 
better,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  was 
snatched  away  again,  farther  from  his  reach 
than  ever.  That  was  hard.  For  there  was  no 
use  in  deceiving  himself,  and  Nat,  as  we  are 
aware,  was  clear  of  head,  able  to  take  in  a  situ- 
ation at  a  glance.  Completely  humbled,  weighed 
down  by  the  horrors  of  prospective  ostracism. 
the  beautiful  Creole  had  actually  done  what  in 
cool  moments  he  never  dared  to  expect.  She 
had  consented  to  follow  whither  he  might  lead, 
to  be  his  for  life.  When  he  had  desired  in  a 
fluttering  way  to  soar,  it  was  she  who  pushed 
him  down  to  filthy  earth.     Circumstances   had 
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brought  her  to  his  own  level ;   they  were  to  be 
equal  henceforth,   bound  by  a  common   object. 
Nathaniel  and  Brunhilde  in  partnership  would 
have  worked  wonders,  doubtless,  as  in  his  glee 
he  proudly  promised.     Bat  here  was  a  contin- 
gency which  never   entered  his  calculation   or 
hers.     When  he  caught  sight  of  Mr.  Patterson 
sitting  in  the  drawing-room,  he  rubbed  his  eyes 
and   looked   again.     It    was    he   in   the    flesh, 
astounding   as   the   apparition    might    appear. 
He  had  come  to  wreak  vengeance,  and  it  was 
the  duty  as  well  as  the  interest  of  the  faithful 
henchman  to  ward  off  the  threatened  evil.     But 
that  the  old  gentleman,  true  to  his  role,  should 
have  come  for  the  purpose  of  saving  the  viper 
whom  he  had  cherished,  and  who,  after   that, 
had  bitten  him,  was  altogether  too  much  beyond 
the  pale  of  human  things  to  be  possible.     Yet 
it  seemed  that  it  must  be  so.     With  a  grave 
■smile,  in  which  no  anger  lurked,  he  claimed  his 
wife,  and  took  her  away,  a  passive   machine, 
leaving  the  partner  in  the  new  firm  to  kick  his 
heels  or  make  himself  scarce,  as  his  judgment 
or  fancy  should  prompt. 
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He  muttered  that  it  was  rumbo — extremely 
vumbo — and  became  considerably  exercised  as 
to  what  he  ought  to  do.  With  regard  to  him- 
self, what  would  ultimately  be  decided  by  that 
peculiar  gentleman?  Would  he  betray  him  to 
the  authorities,  or,  being  such  a  miracle  of  for- 
giveness, would  he  give  him  the  chance  he  had 
waited  for  so  long?  While  he  still  debated 
this  knotty  point,  he  became  conscious  of  a 
footstep  on  the  stair,  and  of  the  groping  of 
unaccustomed  hands  about  the  door.  It  was 
Mr.  Patterson  !  A  very  eccentric  old  person. 
Well,  he  would  soon  know  how  to  trim  his 
sails.  The  old  party  was  rapid  in  his  move- 
ments— that  was  all  that  could  be  counted  on. 

"Mr.  Bodfish,"  began  the  old  gentleman, 
leisurely  taking  a  chair  and  making  himself  at 
home,  "  I  am  anxious  that  we  should  understand 
each  other." 

So  was  Mr.  Bodfish,  who  nodded  and  changed 
his  attitude  uneasily. 

11  You  have  been  so  intimately  and  inextric- 
ably mixed  up  in  the  extraordinary  matters  in 
which  myself  and  my  wife  have  been  concerned, 
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that  we  may  speak  quite  plainly  as  man  to  man 
without  reserve.  I  am  an  escaped  prisoner,  as 
you  are,"  he  said,  looking  up  to  his  auditor  with 
a  quaint  smile,  "  and  certain  formalities  must 
be  gone  through  before  I  can  be  assured  of  my 
liberty.  I  owe  that  liberty  to  three  persons, 
and  they  have  all  my  gratitude — to  Dr.  Win- 
throp.  who  intervened,  and  managed  that 
which  I,  however  sane,  should  have  been  unable 
to  accomplish ;  to  Mr.  Dyson,  who  advanced  a 
necessary  sum  of  money,  which  I  was  powerless 
to  raise ;  and  to  your  old  friend  Patsey,  who, 
finding  it  worth  his  while,  smoothed  obstacles 
away  and  kept  the  coast  clear.  My  wife  and  I 
will  start  for  Cuba  on  the  next  ship  that  sails — 
hence  there  is  little  to  be  gained  by  stirring  up 
that  slow  and  perfunctory  body  who  pretend 
with  purblind  eyes  to  watch  over  the  helpless. 
So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  we  will  let  them 
slumber  on.  But  there  are  many  things  to  be 
set  straight  before  we  depart.  My  wife  has 
made  a  clean  breast  of  the  whole  business,  and 
I  have  forgiven  all  that  I  had  to  forgive,  which 
was  not  so  very  much.  I  was  the  first  in  fault 
— her  difficulties  sprung  from  my  mistake.    She 


WASHING  THE  SLATE.  305 

Avill  not  be  plagued  Avitli  me  for  long,  poor 
thiDg,  I  daresay ;  but  it  is  well  that  we  have 
come  together.  She  will  have  the  less  to  regret 
when  I  am  gone." 

The  old  gentleman  spoke  of  his  erring  better- 
half  in  a  subdued  tone  of  tenderness  so  intense 
and  sad  that  Xat  was  more  surprised  than 
ever,  while  he  listened  in  silent  admiration. 

"Now,  about  Arthur  Dyson?"  pursued  the 
speaker,  cheerily.  "  You  have  brought  him 
back  to  England.  That  is  well,  and  you  have 
secreted  him,  under  an  assumed  name,  at  a 
farm  in  Westmoreland.  Unwittingly  you  did 
the  very  best  thing  that  could  be  done.  Rest, 
and  perfect  calm,  and  vigilant  kindness,  are  all 
that  he  requires  to  regain  his  mental  balance. 
Miss  Galbraith  has  arranged  to  take  up  her 
abode  close  by,  and  watch  over  his  recovery. 
That  will  was  a  most  fortunate  find,  for  it  will 
save  both  him  and  her  from  a  painful  and 
ridiculous  predicament.  So  you  see  that  your 
assistance  has  been  very  valuable.  We  all  owe 
thanks  to  you,  and  they  shallbe  freely  rendered. 
Xow  it  only  remains  to  settle  what  you  wish 
for  yourself.     I  can  do  little,  for  I  am  very  poor. 

VOL.  III.  X 
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but  never  mind  that.  There  is  to  be  no  scandal 
— no  showing  up.  Mr.  Dyson,  pending  his 
brother's  amendment,  will  manage  the  property 
in  the  interests  of  all  concerned,  and  we  are 
prepared  to  take  it  for  granted  that  Sir  Arthur 
will  raise  no  difficulties  in  the  future  as  to 
money  expended  for  the  benefit  of  those  to 
whom  he  owes  so  much.  Patsey  is  going  to 
Australia.  I  have  persuaded  him  to  start  afresh, 
with  a  clean  bill  of  health.  Will  you  go  with 
him  ?  The  second  will  is  your  little  peace- 
offering;  it  is  but  fair  that  Sir  Arthur  should 
pay  handsomely  for  it.  If  you  arrange  to  go 
at  once  with  Patsey  to  Australia,  Mr.  Dyson 
will  pay  to  your  credit  five  thousand  pounds. 
What  do  you  say  to  that?  But  don't  answer 
now.  Come  over  to  the  Grove  in  an  hour,  with 
your  luggage,  and  bring  the  will  with  you. 
Miss  Galbraith  is  there,  and  she  is  desirous  of 
looking  at  it." 

Mr.  Patterson  rose  and  stumbled  up  the  stairs, 
after  his  matter-of-fact  harangue,  leaving  Nat 
open-mouthed  and  open-eyed,  a  prey  to  a 
variety    of    feelings.       Then    he    was   to   turn 
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honest,  after  all  ;  through  the  mediumship  of 
the  husband,  not  the  "wife  !  That  was  a  rum 
start,  indeed — more  rumbo  than  all  the  rest — 
who  could  foretell  what  might  happen  next? 
The  ocean  would  roll  between  him  and  his 
goddess ;  and  he  had  sworn  he  would  stick 
to  her  like  wax !  But  that  was  before  this 
amazing  old  husband  rose  from  the  grave,  and 
assumed  the  reins  of  government.  Quite  a 
different  husband  this  from  that  other  one,  who 
was  to  supply  the  necessary  cheques,  and  be 
browbeaten  into  submissiveness.  Nat  had  fore- 
seen the  day  when  James  would  have  been 
well  under  his  thumb;  when,  playing  on  his 
fears,  he  would  have  become  real  master  both 
of  him  and  his  money,  while  pretending  to  be  a 
meek  factotum.  But,  presto  !  all  was  changed  ; 
the  kaleidoscope  was  turned,  and  the  pattern 
completely  altered.  If  James  was  not  to  commit 
bigamy,  he  would"  have  no  hold  over  him,  for 
the  second  testament  would  be  of  little  use  as 
a  weapon  of  offence,  so  long  as  the  baronet 
was  ill. 

Mr.    Patterson    spoke    confidently   as    to  the 

x2 
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chances  of  his  amendment,  but  that  was  a 
broken  reed  to  lean  on,  from  which  no  support 
could  be  derived  at  present.  To  give  up  Brun- 
hilde  would  be  a  bitter  pang,  to  see  her  float 
quite  out  of  sight  just  as  he  deemed  that  she 
was  his  !  But,  if  it  was  to  be,  there  was  no  use 
in  grieving  overmuch.  It  would  be  wise  to 
turn  to  other  matters,  and  arrange  them,  so 
that,  when  the  siren  was  gone,  her  watchdog 
should  not  be  left  alone  upon  the  beach,  to  bark 
after  the  ship  aimlessly.  So  it  was  Patsey  who 
had  worked  all  this  mischief  by  slyly  unlocking 
the  prison  door?  A  gush  of  indignation  swept 
over  the  young  man's  heart,  in  that  his  chosen 
Patsey  should  have  been  the  means  of  dividing 
him  from  her  whom  he  adored.  Yes.  He  would 
take  five  thousand  pounds  and  try  the  curious 
and  new  sensation  of  being  honest.  To  do  so 
without  dread  of  a  return  to  servitude  he  must 
travel  to  another  continent — but  he  would  not 
go  with  Patsey.  If  the  deceitful  owner  of  the 
ginger  topping  chose  Australia,  well  and  good. 
The  world  is  large,  although  it  is  so  small — he 
would  tempt  fortune  in   New   Zealand — and  so 
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the  seas  should  roll  between  the  three.  The 
three !  In  an  hour  he  was  to  report  himself  at 
Dvson  Grove,  and  turn  his  back  for  ever  on 
the  cottage.  Was  he  not  to  see  Brunhilde  again 
— was  the  last  picture  of  her  on  his  mind's 
retina  to  be  that  of  a  trembling,  broken  woman, 
led  passively  away  by  an  aged  man  ?  That 
she  liked  him  in  a  fashion  he  felt  convinced — 
was  she  always  to  think  of  him  as  the  tempter, 
luring  her  to  wickedness  ?  An  idea  occurred 
to  Mr.  Bodfish  which  he  put  into  execution  at 
once.  Raising  the  board  beside  the  hearth,  he 
withdrew  the  bottle  from  its  hiding-place  and, 
rubbing  the  dust  from  it  with  his  sleeve,  made 
for  his  mistress's  boudoir. 

That  she  would  be  alone  he  knew,  for  he  had 
seen  Mr.  Patterson  walk  across  towards  the 
Grove.  He  knocked,  and,  as  no  one  answered, 
entered.  True  enough,  the  voluptuous  Circe, 
Queen  of  Hearts,  was  there — but  it  was  Circe 
crushed — not  scornful  or  triumphant.  Her  arms 
of  ruddy  bronze  were  crossed  upon  the  table, 
and  her  head  was  pillowed  on  them,  so  that  the 
waning  light    tipped   the   edges   of  her   raven 
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coronal.  One  baud  was  clenched,  as  if  in  pain, 
the  other  idly  open,  and  in  it  the  young  man 
gently  placed  the  bottle.  She  started  and 
looked  up  and  shivered.  Her  cheeks  were 
stained  with  tears ;  a  deep  dejection  marked 
each  feature.  He  knelt  for  one  instant  by  her 
side,  and,  kissing  her  dress,  whispered  rapidly, 

"  That's  the   will.     You   had   better  give  it 
them.     It  will  come  well  from  you.     I'm  off  for 
good.     Think  of  me  kindly,  as  I  shall  of  you — 
always — until  I  die  ;"  and  with  that  the  strange 
being  vanished,  leaving  his  beautiful  mistress 
more  dejected  still.     Harried  and  hunted,  bat- 
tered and  tempest-tossed,  a  hand-to-hand  bat- 
tle wherein   each  inch  should   be  fiercely  con- 
tested, would  have  made  remaining  years  en- 
durable— but  to  have   the  vials   of  generosity 
poured  forth  to  the  nauseating  dregs  was  hum- 
bling, altogether  overpowering  and  sickening. 
Even  the   delicious  agony  of  martyrdom  was 
denied  to  the  reckless  woman,  who  had  sinned 
so  grievously  for  lack  of  sufficient  ballast.    The 
future  was   as    black  as  pitch — no  rift  in  the 
dense  clouds.      Wringing  her  hands  together, 
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Mrs.  Patterson  pillowed  her  head  upon  her 
arms  again,  and  called  on  Death,  who  came  not. 
The  mark  of  the  furrow  was  ploughed  deep 
into  her  heart. 

*  ->•  -:--  •#•  *  ~ 

There  was  tribulation  in  Portland  Place.  The 
Dowager  Countess  of  Fitz-Hoodlum  was  at  her 
wits'  end,  for  the  spacious  drawing-rooms  which 
were  usually  tenanted  by  the  serious,  and  the 
uneasy  goats,  who  desired  to  become  spotless 
sheep,  under  the  comforting  ministration  of  the 
Bishop  of  Jericho,  were  suddenly  invaded  by 
the  elite,  who,  too  much  occupied  with  the  whirl 
of  pomp  and  vanity,  had  neglected  the  countess 
for  long.  The  Duchess  of  Sark  was  there,  like 
a  fat,  female  ogre,  flanked  by  the  ladies  Adela 
and  Gwendoline,  who  cackled  shrilly.  So  was 
the  Lady  Virginia  Creeper,  the  Marchioness  of 
Tiptop,  and  the  Ladies  Mountflather,  and  it 
must  be  admitted  (quite  in  secret)  that  the 
manners  of  the  elite  were  bad — the  cream  as 
sour  as  could  be. 

The  countess  sobbed  feebly,  and,  crumpling  a 
cobweb    handkerchief,   declared  she   could  not 
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help    it ;    to   which  her  grace  retorted  with   a 
snort,  as  she  waggled  her  ostrich  plumes,  that 
at  her  age  she  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  herself 
-»— that   she  was  a  silly,   old,   second-childhood 
goose,  who  had  lived  beyond  her  time,  aud  who 
ought  long  ago  to  have  been  relegated  to  the 
dusty  recesses  of  the  Fitz-Hoodlum  vault,  if  she 
was  so  abandoned  as  to  have  lost  all  sense  of 
decency.    Whereupon  the  countess  howled,  and 
the  Lady  Virginia  Creeper  bellowed,  and  the 
Marchioness    of   Tiptop    sniffed   approval,    and 
wondered  how  one  whose  escutcheon   had  re- 
mained unsmirched  since  Sir  Rupert  Fitz-Hood- 
lum came  over  with  the  Conqueror,  could  in  her 
old   age   be    so    depraved.      She   had    actually 
fouled  the  nest  which  was  the  august  home  of 
all  of  them — had  made  a  laughing-stock  of  the 
British  peerage  in  the  eyes  of  disgusted  Europe 
— had  led  the  cr&me  de  la  creme  to  admit  into 
the  Holy  of  Holies  a  Harpy  !  a  Swixdler  ! !  a 
PICKPOCKET  ! ! !     A  vile  adventuress,  whose 
father  was  no  doubt  a  courier,  whose  mother 
was  a  lady's  maid.     What  did  Lady  Fitz-Hood- 
lum mean  by  taking  up  that  Patterson  female, 
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and  declaring  that  she  was  an  American  heiress 
of  Mayflower  descent  and  blameless  reputation  .' 
What  did  she  mean  by  stating  that  the  creature 

possessed  untold  wealth  ?  The  Duke  of  Sark— 
sweet,  inexperienced  boy — might  have  bestowed 
on  her  a  bunch  of  strawberry  leaves.  The  Duke 
of  Roehampton  might  have  inducted  her  with 
pomp  and  circumstance  into  the  innermost 
sanctuary  of  Sheen  Castle,  which  was  bestowed 
on  his  remote  ancestor  by  a  generous  country. 
And  there  would  have  been  a  nice  business  ! 
For  once  a  duchess  always  a  duchess.  The 
savour  of  the  strawberries  will  cling  to  her. 
even  though  she  mav  be  divorced  and  marry  a 
performer  on  the  trapeze.  Fancy  Her  Grace  ot 
Roehampton  at  a  music-hall — a  champion 
duettist,  partner  of  a  throaty  tenor! 

Thus,  in  vehement  scorn,  spake  the  furious 
Duchess  of  Sark,  whose  business  it  was  to  keep 
vermin  out  of  the  dovecot ;  and  her  fiery  protest 
was  instantly  endorsed  by  a  prolonged  and 
commiserating  groan,  after  which  the  Lady 
Virginia  Creeper  tried  to  catch  the  speaker's 
eye,  but,  the  said  aristocratic  orb  being  dim,  she 
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failed  in  the  attempt,  and  the  skittish  Lady 
Adela  took  up  the  cudgels,  vowing  that  the 
Honourable  Tommy  Noodle,  her  pet  brother, 
had  been  within  an  ace  of  proposing,  and  would 
have  been  saddled  with  a  shop-lifter  for  life  if 
the  Providence  which  looks  after  the  nobility 
had  not  considerately  interfered.  Indeed,  on 
one  occasion,  at  Claridge's,  he  had  been  found 
on  his  knees  upon  the  hearthrug,  whereupon 
the  adventuress  had  stated  to  a  waiter  who 
had  looked  in  that  the  Honourable  Tommy  had 
dropped  the  sovereign  which  he  had  been  given 
to  expend  upon  his  dinner.  What  a  pretty 
thing  !  How  compromising !  But  the  Lady 
Adela  being  but  a  young  thing  in  her  sixth  sea- 
son was  hushed  down  ;  for  Noodle,  being  a 
younger  son,  might  marry  the  housemaid  if  he 
chose,  and  it  would  signify  but  little,  as  the 
family  would  wipe  him  out.  AYhereas,  the  case 
would  have  been  deplorably  different  if  his  elder 
brother  had  been  snared.  From  all  this  it  may 
be  safely  gathered  that  there  was  uproar  in  the 
Holy  of  Holies  by  reason  of  the  disappearance 
of  Brunhilde. 
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For  she  was  gone,  and  her  place  knew  her  no 
more. 

The  affairs  of  those  whose  sorrows  we  have 
traced  were  speedily  wound  np.  Cloris  went 
off  to  Westmoreland  upon  her  holy  mission,  and 
in  time,  let  us  hope,  met  with  her  reward.  The 
Pattersons  took  ship  for  the  West  Indies. 
James,  his  mind  upset  and  over-wrought,  gave 
orders  for  the  removal  of  the  gaudy  tents  and 
gala  panoply,  and  took  refuge  from  himself  in 
a  bout  of  foreign  travel.  But  in  the  hurry  it 
occurred  to  no  one  that  printed  invitations  had 
been  sent  out  to  the  picked  associates  of  the 
Cuban,  and  that  in  due  course  they  would  drive 
to  the  Grove,  and  find  neither  host  nor  hostess. 
Yet  this  is  wrhat  happened.  The  creamiest  of 
the  cream  arrived,  found  boards  up — vulgar 
white  and  black  announcements,  which  stated 
that  both  the  Grove  and  the  Cottage  were  to 
be  let,  with  immediate  possession.  Tradespeople 
in  the  town  of  Richmond  replied,  on  being  inter- 
rogated, that  things  had  gone  queer  all  of  a  sud- 
den ;  that  there  had  been  a  smash  :  that  detec- 
tives had  been  hanging  about  who  had  talked 
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of  an  escape  from  an  asylum.  A  policeman, 
beguiled  by  drink,  had  even  oracularly  stated 
that  condemned  criminals  were  known  to  be 
mixed  up  in  it,  and  that  nothing  could  appear 
more  shady — and  so  on,  and  so  forth — and  the 
cream,  in  the  presence  of  thunder  and  light- 
ning, had  curdled  then  and  there,  and  had 
with  one  accord  made  a  descent  on  the  countess 
in  Portland  Place. 

Eventually — seeking  for  pity  and  finding 
none — the  Dowager  Countess  of  Fitz-Hoodlum 
summoned  courage  to  turn  on  her  assailants. 
•'  It  was  not  her  fault,"  she  declared.  She  was 
taken  in,  as  they  all  were,  and  the  world  was  a 
shocking  place,  bristling  with  aggressive  sinful- 
ness. It  was  the  fault  of  the  Bishop  of  Jericho, 
who,  in  her  tribulation,  could  say  nothing  in  de- 
fence of  his  old  friend.  He  it  was  who  had 
introduced  the  creature  to  her  drawing-room. 
He  really  was  too  simple  was  the  Bishop  of 
Jericho,  too  guileless  a  bishop  for  our  naughty 
world ! 

And  so  the  bishop,  as  a  loyal  friend  and  a  gen- 
tleman, cheerfully  accepted  the  blame,  bore  the 
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brunt  of  the  turmoil,  and  the  honour  of  the  nest 
was  saved.  As  for  him,  he  merely  raised  his 
eyebrows,  and  folded  his  plump  white  hands 
over  his  ample  waistcoat  of  ribed  silk.  For  he 
had  just  been  promoted  to  the  fat  bishopric  of 
Timbuctoo,  and  the  dowagers  of  London  inter- 
ested him  no  more. 


THE   END. 
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